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Just the right touch of menthol. 


Never heavy. Never harsh. 
The taste is pure fresh! 


Now only 9 mg.! 


fat Cigarette Smoking |: 
9 mg. “tar”, 0 .8 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 


What kind of 
person owns 

a Kenwood 
cassette deck? 


If you're someone who wants to get the most from your component 
music system, sooner or later you'll need a cassette deck, 

Because you can make tapes to play in your car stereo. And put your 
favorite songs together for uninterrupted listening. Even record your own 
“greatest hits”. 

But before you choose a component that’s as much fun as a cassette 
deck, be very sure it's engineered to deliver superb sound quality and 
reliability. 

All Kenwood decks feature a dual-belt drive system and an extra-heavy 
flywheel for precise control of tape speed. And each has Dolby” noise 
reduction circuitry to help eliminate background noise. 

Whether you spend $425.00"* or $200.00;" you can own a deck that’s 
good enough to say Kenwood on it. 

And that says a lot about you, 


KENWOOD 


For the dealer nearest you, see your Yellow Pages, 
or write Kenwood, P.O. Box 6213, Carson, CA 90749. 
In Canada: Magnasonic Canada, Ltd. “Dolby is the trademark of Dolby Laboratories, Inc. 


The copying ot material produced by others may violate their copyrig 
“Nationally advertised value. Actual prices are established by Kenwood dealers. 
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Back, 
by popular 
demand. 


Just a few years ago, illegal hunting 
and encroaching civilization had all but 
destroyed the alligator population in the 
south, They were added to the official 
list of endangered species in the United 
States. 

Now alligators have made a 
comeback. 


Conservationists 
intent on preserving this 
legendary reptile helped the 
alligator get back on its feet. 
Once again some southern 
swamps and marshes are 
feernlhg with alligators, 

With wise 
conservation policies, 
other endangered 
species have also made 
comebacks . . . the 
Gee) gray whale, 

Pacific walrus, wood 
duck, to name a few. 

Ifyou want tohelp (3 
save our endangered 
species, join the National 
Wildlife Federation, 
Department 106, 1412 

16th Street, 
Washington, DC 
20036. 
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THE ONLY THING 
IT HAS IN COMMON WITH 
OTHER 7-INCH TAPE DECKS 
IS THE SIZE OF ITS REELS. 


Pioneer's new RE-707 has a lot more in 
common with today’s most sophisticated 10-inch 
tape decks than it does with most 7-inch tape decks. 

Because unlike other 7-inch tape decks, the 
RT-707 isn't filled with 15 year old ideas. 

Take the drive system of the RI-707. 

Instead of the old fashioned belt-drive system, 
the RT-707 is driven by a tar more accurate and 
efficient AC Servo direct-drive motor. This motor 
generates its own frequency to help correct even the 
slightest variation in tape speed. Which all but 
eliminates wow and flutter. And because it doesn't 
2enerate heat like the belt-driven “dinosaurs” it 
doesn’t need a fan. So all you'll hear is music with a 
clarity and crispness not possible on any 7-inch, or 
many 10-inch tape decks. 

Our direct-drive system also makes pitch 
control possible. To help you regulate the speed of 
the tape and give you greater control over your 
recor Ings. 

With technology like this it shouldn't surprise 
you that our super-sensitive heads will deliver 


frequencies from 20 to 28,000 Hertz. And our 
pre-amp section is built to handle 30 decibels more 
than any other 7-inch tape deck without distorting, 

But great sound isn’t everything. 

As you can see, the RT-707 is smaller and 
more compact than other tape decks. It’s also 
rack-mountable. And unlike any other tape deck, it’s 
stackable. So it'll fit right in with the rest of your 
components. 

But frankly, all the revolutionary thinking that 
went into the RI-707 wouldn’t mean much if it 
weren't also built to fit comfortably into your 
budget. Itis. 

See your Pioneer dealer for a closer look at 
this extraordinary 7-inch tape deck, 

We think you'll find the only things that the 
RT-707 has in common with other 7-inch tape decks 
is the size of the reels. 
And the size of 
the price. 


High Fidelity Components 
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WE BRING IT BACK ALIVE. 


61977 US, Pioneer Electronics, 85 Ostord Drive, Moonachie, New lersey 07074 


WE DON’T CALL 
FOR NOTHING. 
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It's more Mf than a nameplate. It’s a whole new \ 
kind of motorcycle. And the hottest selling line 
of street bikes in America. 


The low stepped seat blends with 
the narrou tapered tank for more 
comfortable seating on the road, 
better balance at the stoplights. 


+ 
a@ fat engine. The t 
powerful four-stroke engines are 
built narrow And never with 
~ylinders than you need. 


The graceful, pullback handle- 
bars are perfectly proportioned 
for the lower, more relaxed riding 
style. And the instruments are 
angled back, for easier reading 
as well as easier riding. 


Our suspension, front and rear, is 
adjustable for any rider, any road. 


Yamaha has built a lot of motor- 
cycles over the past 23 years. 
Machines that have revolution- 
ized motorcycle design and 
technology all over the world. 
And won more races than any 
motorcycle in history. 

So when we call a bike 
“Special? it’s not just a name. It's 
a fact. 

In fact, the 1979 Yamaha 
Specials you see here are a 
whole new generation of motor- 
cycle. Each one engineered 
from the ground up to look 
special. And feel special. 

It starts the moment you sit 
on one. You sit in a natural, re- 
laxed position.The seat cradles 
you. The handlebars reach back 
for you. Very nice. 

That sleek teardrop tank 
blends with our comfortable 
stepped seat to give you a lean, 
low look. As well as a welcome 
way to get both feet on the 
ground at a stoplight. 

And each Yamaha Special— 
from the scrappy mid-size twin 


to our most powerful production 


four—has the narrowest engine 
of any bike in its class. 

That's not only a consider- 
able engineering feat, it’s also a 
considerable advantage on a 
winding road. And just one rea- 
son why Motorcyclist magazine 
called our Specials “an almost 
perfect balance of image and 
performance” 

We couldn't have said it 
better. 


So why not drop by one of 
our dealers and see a Yamaha 
Special for yourself? Check out 
the sumptuous seat, the big 
beautiful handlebars, the cast 
alloy wheels, those sexy chopped 
megaphone pipes. And all that 
chrome. 
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XS Eleven Special . 


= 


N= = 
XS650 Special 


XS400 

You'll probably end up 
saying to yourself what most of 
our customers dc is 

That motorcycle is missing 
only one thing. 
Me. 


Vi 


When you know how they're built. 


‘Agamemnon 


NICK TOSCHES 


PELL LN 


The startling success of Proposition 13 in California symbolizes 
the emergence of a fundamental new element in American poli- 
tics called the new populism— a bloodless revolution in which 
voters vote directly on issues, rather than on politicians. In “The 
New Populism" (page 52) West Virginia journalist Karl Hess, a 
political activist, welder, and author of the forthcoming book 
Community Technology (Harper and Row), explains that the term 
is really another word for pure democracy: it doesn't seek to use 
the power of government but to replace it. Already, according to 
Hess, twenty-two states permit direct legislation by voters, anda 
Gallup poll taken last May showed that a 57 to 21 percent majority 
favors the idea of direct democracy. For those inept bureaucrats 
presently entrenched in power, the success of the new populism 
may be the ultimate nightmare; for the rest of us, it may well be the 
American dream come true, 

Such “purist” democracy sharply contrasts with the kind of dic- 
tatorial, oppressive régimes that our government appears so will- 
ing to support when special economic interests are at stake. In 
“The Shah of Iran” (page 76), prize-winning investigative repor- 
ter Robert Sherrill, author of The Accidental President, The 
Drugstore Liberal, and The Saturday Night Special, exposes the 
most glaring current example of our duplicitous double stan- 
dard. The CIA, along with several major American oil companies 
greedy for more oll and higher profits, overthrew the legitimate 
government of Iran and installed in its place the father of the pre- 
sent shah, Mohammad-Reza Pahlavi 

Now Pahlavi rules Iran with an incompetent and brutal hand, 
and the United States has helped him by supplying him with its 
most expensive and sophisticated weapons. Sherrill believes 
that the shah of Iran is as big a threat to us, not to mention the rest 
of the world, as he is to his own country, that he is “perfectly 
situated geographically, and perfectly equipped temperamen- 
tally, to take the U.S, to war in the Middle East.” In fact, as this 
issue of Penthouse goes to press, Sherrill's dark prophecy 
seems all too accurate, The shah, in panicked response to the 
strikes, violent demonstrations, and furious public demands for 
his ouster, instituted military rule in Iran on November 6 of last 
year. The New York Times headline that day verified Sherrill’s 
assumptions: "SHAH PUTS MILITARY IN CONTROL OF IRAN; 
U.S. ENDORSES MOVE.” 

It is ironic that while President Carter's ineptness contributes 
to our national stress, his younger brother, Billy, seems to be the 
only public personage around who is bringing us any human re- 
lief. Regular Penthouse contributor Joseph Treaster spent two 
days on this interview (page 80) with Billy in Nashville and found 
him to be a beguiling, if exasperating, mixture of candor, clumsi- 
ness, craftiness, and naiveté—a man who, for all his protesta- 
tions of ignorance, manages to make more money by smiling and 
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JOSEPH B, TREASTER WITH BILLY CARTER 


Zils 


WILLIAM HJORTSBERG 


Slick Lawson 


ROBERT SHERRILL 


telling the truth than his big brother does by grinning and dis- 
sembling. Unlike his big brother, Billy is a man eager to voice 
strong, personal opinions: he considers George Wallace a “great 
man" while he regards Hamilton Jordon, special assistant to the 
president, as an “asshole,” Billy also claims that he's more popu- 
lar than his brother and that he works a lot harder with far fewer 
fringe benefits. It's easy to see why Gerald Rafshoon, not Billy 
Carter, was hired to bolster Carter's public image by the election 
year 1980. 

By the year 2000, war, like peace, will be nearly unrecogniza- 
ble, According to the grim and factual predictions of Michael Le- 
deen, in “Future Weapons” (page 116), the arsenals of the future 
will be as different from those used in World War Il as “the Con- 
corde is from the horse and buggy.” Some of the more fantastical 
Star Wars—style weapons will include beam “ray” guns, human- 
oid robot-warriors, and charged particle beams for defense 
against supermissiles. There may even be something called a 
“Dial-a-Bomb," which will allow the aggressor to kill selectively 
with pure heat, pure radiation, or pure blast. Worst of all, biologi- 
cal germ warfare will have been perfected to the point that 
man-made viruses can demolish the enemy while the aggres- 
sors people are protected by specially formulated antidotes 
taken in advance. 

On a far more cheerful note, humorist Nick Tosches, a regular 
Penthouse contributor and book reviewer, explains how and why 
television has become an integral part of our daily sex life and 
whether we do it because of—or despite—the images on the 
screen. 

“Lust among the Reruns" (page 72) is an outrageously hilari- 
ous TV misGuided. Tosches envisions indulging in necrophiliac 
interludes with Morticia of “The Addams Family,” getting off on 
the teacher's thighs on "Ding Dong School," or creaming over 


‘the incessantly jiggling breasts on “Charlie's Angels." With so 


much coy nudity on supposedly family-fare television, no wonder 
itis called the boob tube. 

An even more enthralling fantasy this month is provided by our 
fiction offering, "The Dreamer,” by novelist-screenwriter William 
Hjortsberg, who is the author of the recently published best- 
seller Falling Angel (Harcourt Brace Jovanovich), soon to be a 
Robert Evans/Paramount film. This futuristic, science-tiction tale 
of artistic creativity, commercialism, and greed is adapted from 
the novella "Symbiography” (Sumac Press.) It concerns a writer, 
105-year-old Par Sondak, who has amassed a fortune by selling 
his dreams. Bul in time his vision has gone stale, his ratings have 
slipped, and suddenly he needs a new dream source. When 
Sondak tries to go commercial by plugging into the violently ex- 
citing life of a brutal young nomad named Buick, his dreams of 
fame and fortune become a nightmare. 

Your own dreams of glory—especially those involving the 
opposite sex—may be fulfilled merely by feasting those 
world-weary eyes on the relevant talent hereinafter depicted 

lovely ladies to whom any romantic rascal would like to pre- 
sent his valentine—in person! O+—_ 
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The most flavor you can get in a low tar cigarette! 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
Only 12 mg. tar That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 
1.0 mg. nic. 


12 mg. “tar”, 1.0 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 
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School of hard knocks 
Three years ago, while my wife and | were 
graduate school, | had the opportunity to 
become very close to my wife's girl friend, 
Jennifer, We had known Jennifer during our 
first year of studies and had become good 
friends with her and her fiancé, Jennifer 
was very petite (five feet tall), always 
proper in a southern sort of way, and ap- 
peared o rvative in her political and 
views. She had a beautiful face, 
clear blue eyes, and brown-blonde hair cut 
in a short style, Her clothing left no doubt 
regarding the wealth of her family; however, 
she often looked as if she were a little girl 
who wore adult clothing and was capable 
of playing grownup games, Jennifer's be- 
havior had always been extremely proper, 
although | could tell that she enjoyed any 
complimentary remarks | made concerning 
her beauty or good taste in clothing. 
At the beginning of our second school 
year, Jennifer moved to our apartment 
complex, and | determined that | would 
make a concerted effort to seduce her. Her 
fiancé lived in a large city two hours away 
and would visit her on weekends; thus, dur- 
ing the week Jennifer was free and saw a 
great deal of us. One Monday evening | 
took a Sunday newspaper supplement 
down to show her an article on interior 
decorating—her hobby. We both sat on the 
sofa, discussing the different interiors and 
were by necessity close to each other. She 
was dressed in cutoffs and a blouse. | wore 
tennis shorts and a shirt, My six-foot-four- 
inch frame did not seem to overwhelm her. 
Looking at her beautifully sculpted face 
and feeling the ion of her little girl- 
ness, | be old and allowed my bare 
leg to touch hers. The warmth was tremen- 
dously exciting. When she started to shift 
her position, | moved my le 
to speak about the interiors. 
smile o face as if she we 
embarrassmen' 
reshifted her po: 
close. 


had a 


She 
oying my 


thatwe were ag 
the supp 
‘ass our laps | could feel the warmth of 
her thigh, although we did not quite touch 
Wher gained my courage and again 
gently pressed my thigh against hers, there 
was no movement away, only the slightest 
return of pre: A charge of e: 
med to rush from each of us to tr 

Jennifer continued to talk as 
permit my fingertips to trace their way 
down her back. She wore no bra. My ri 
hand caressed her shoulders and mas- 
saged her spine. Her speech became 
more forced and finally stopped 


ve other 
I ventured to 


Taking her chin in my left hand, | turned 
her head toward me, and looking her 
squarely in those beautiful blue eyes, | 
ined forward and kissed her lips, She 
sald nothing when | moved back from her 
mouth a few inches. When | leaned forward 
again, so did she. Our kisses quickly dis- 
closed what we: wanted as our tongues 
essed and probed, 

My right hand rubbed her buttocks, and 
my left hand massaged her breasts, which 
suggested a girl thirteen years old rather 
than a woman of twenty-three. But when | 
unbuttoned her blouse and exposed those 
tiny breasts, her hard, brown-pink nipples 
told me that this was no inexperienced girl. 
My mouth moved eagerly to Jennifer's 
breasts, and my tongue moved lightly over 
them while my teeth | nipped her buds. My 
left hand continued down that shapely 
body until | reached the already damp 
crotch of her cutoffs. With the heel of my 
hand on her pubic bone, my fingers 
squeezed her pussy. Jennifer's heavy 
breathing turned to a low moan when | 
applied pressure between her spread legs. 

My cock had swollen so thatit protruded 
from my shorts. Jennifer's hand found it 
and moved up and down it as if she were 
measuring its size, She then proceeded to 
excite me further by running her long 
fingernails up and down my penis and 
around the head. 

My mouth moved from her breasts down 
to the top of her cutoffs. | unbuttoned them 
and kissed my way to the top of her dark 
pubic hair and downto the wet crotch of her 
shorts. | pulled the crotch of her loose- 
fitting shorts to one side and ran my tongue 
along the left lip of her cunt. Jennifer 
moaned and arched her crotch toward me. 
As she parted her legs further, in order to 
accommodate my face, | ran my tongue 
between her lips, tasting her delicious, 
juicy cunt. | continued to probe and strokeit 
with my tongue, parting her inner lips, Then 
my tongue met her clitoris, It was amazing, 
the size of a pencil eraser and as hard. As | 
rolled her clit between my lips and licked 
her cunt, she placed her hands on the bac! 
of my head, pulling it to her pussy. Breath- 
ing heavily, she repeated over and over, 
“Eat my pussy, Jim. Suck my cunt," The 
sound of this child-woman's voice urging 
me on spurred me to greater efforts, | felt 


her leg ch and tighten. Her back 
arched. And then she moaned, “I'm com- 
ing. 'm blowing off on your face.” As Jen- 


nifer's cunt pulsated madly, | licked her 
juices hungrily. 


Ieaned back, pulled her shorts the rest 


Café 7 
classy coffee 


Café 7 will impress the most 
sophisticated tastes. Just add 1% oz. of 
Seagram's 7 to a cup of your favorite 
coffee, Add sugar to taste and top with 
whipped cream. Now that’s classy coffee. 
Enjoy our quality in moderation. 


Seagram's 7 Crown 


Where quality drinks begin. 


HY, N.¥.C AMERICAN WHISKEY--A BLEND, 80 PROOF, 


of the way off, and stood staring at her 
beautiful crotch. Then | dropped my shorts. 
| bent forward and kissed her mouth. | 
pressed my hips forward until the head of 
my cock slid against her swollen lips. To my 
surprise, she said, “No, | can't. You're my 
best friend's husband." | started to protest, 
but she grabbed my cock and turned me 
around, placing me seated on the sofa. 
Then, taking my cock in both of her hands, 
she proceeded to lick and suck on the rest 
of it. She removed one hand and swallowed 
that much more of my cock. The sight of 
Jennifer eagerly and expertly blowing me 
was too much. | felt my load rush toward my 
glans, Jennifer then backed her head away 
six inches and let my cock hose down her 
face with come, 

We kissed and licked the come from 
each other's face. Then | began to suck 
and caress those small breasts again. Jen- 
nifer then drew me to my feet and stood on 
the sofa, so that we were approximately at 
eye level. We kissed and felt each other's 
bodies for what seemed a long time. Jen- 
nifer was rubbing her cunt against my 
stomach, and | could tell that she wanted 
another climax. She stepped from the sofa 
and led me to her bedroom. After position- 
ing me on my back on the water bed, she 
knelt and straddled my face so that her 
cunt hairs were brushing my face. Stretch- 
ing my tongue forth, | slowly and gently 
explored that beautiful cunt, examining 
every fold and crevice. Jennifer raised and 


lowered herself to permit me access and to 
ensure the right pressure. She continuously 
uttered soft moans and told me how good | 
was making her feel. | grabbed her but- 
tocks and rocked her forward so that my 
tongue was licking her behind and my nose 
was penetrating her cunt. | kept it up until 
her clit rested on the bridge of my nose. 
This was a new one for Jennifer. That was 
evident from the one huge and long orgasm. 
her body had become. 

That was the beginning of a beautiful and 
long affair. Jennifer and | managed to get 
together almost every weekday and even 
on some weekends while her fiancé was 
visiting her, The next day, when | confronted 
her with the idea that sucking my cock was 
hot much different from fucking it (as far as 
my wife was concerned), Jennifer told me 
that it was the size of my cock that prohib- 
ited my entering her pussy. True, my cock 
is eight inches long and thick when I'm 
aroused, but | had not considered that ab- 
normally large. However, considering Jen- 
nifer's size and the delight | derived from 
eating her pussy, and the fact that she was 
the greatest cocksucker | had ever runinto, 
| decided that the relationship we had 
going was satisfactory—for the time being. 

| began to learn a great deal about 
Jennifer—not only about the proper way to 
bring her off but also about what made her 
tick. She really enjoyed being in control of 
men. She evidently had her fiancé 
wrapped around her finger and could force 


"Oh, good . 


. then you don't just probe the mind!" 
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him to submit to whatever she desired. 
Some weekends that poor guy would get in 
her pussy only once, while she and | would 
sneak off for several quick trysts, She had 
me hooked, too. Some days | would go to 
her apartment, and she would be waiting 
for me naked, seated on a chair, with her 
Pussy all swollen. Other days | would have 
to work to get her, actually begging at times. 
to taste that pussy. For my obedient behav- 
ior | was soon given the job of trimming her 
cunt hair, a task that | relished, 

| also learned that Jennifer was far more 
sexually active than her demure demeanor 
had hitherto suggested. Gradually, she told 
me about the two guys whom she fucked 
on a regular basis, averaging at least twice 
a week, and of the way she would pick up 
boys and men for one-time fucks—usually 
once a week. | wondered when she 
studied, and | found out that she was put- 
ling out for her adviser at school. Often, 
while | was eating her, she would tell me 
about one of the cocks that had been inher, 
Itexcited me to know that my tongue was in 
the same place someone else's cock had 
fecently been. When my tongue brought 
her close to her peak, | withdrew it and kept 
it away until she promised to let me watch 
her getting fucked. 

| soon got my wish. Peering through the 
louvered doors of her bedroom closet, | 
saw her bring in a young boy of eighteen. 
He was only several inches taller than she. 
Jennifer had him undress her without pe- 
mitting him to kiss or touch that lovely body. 
Then, after putting on a record, she 
lounged back on her pillowed bed and had 
him undress to the music. When he hurried, 
she made him slow down or put his clothes 
back on. Finally, he stood nude before 
her—his body young and lean with an 
erect penis that seemed not much more 
than half the size of what | held in my hand. 
Laying him on his back, Jennifer straddled 
him, her cunt hovering above his cock for 
seconds and then engulfing it. Within half a 
dozen strokes he was shooting her full of 
his come, but she did not stop. By means of 
the magic motion of her hips, she kept that 
young cock hard, and when he came the 
second time, so did |—all over Jennifer’s 
best dress. She did not dismount her stud 
until his third climax, which occurred about 
an hour after they had begun. Jennifer dis- 
patched him quickly with the excuse that 
she had to study. Once he was gone, | left 
the closet and found her seated on her 
dining-room table. | hurriedly buried my 
face in her pussy and ale her wet, wet cunt, 
gobbling up his loads. While | ate, she told 
me how she had climaxed six times from 
the excitement of having me watch, She 
had another good one left, and we spent 
the rest of the afternoon in bed. 

For five months we continued in this way, 
adding variations to our encounters and 
fefining our oral skills, but never fucking. 
Then one day Jennifer chewed out a mild- 
mannered friend. | decided that | would tell 
her off for abusing a gentleman. Well, Jen- 
nifer disagreed with me, and | ended up 
telling her that she was @ spoiled bitch who 


Compared to that, you're 
a guzzler. 

If you weigh 150 pounds, 
you'd burn around 90 cal- 
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ories per mile. Figure 
thatas a mere fourth ofa 
fast-food cheeseburger, 
and it comes to about 


18 cents. 
Factis, if you 
were a car, 
@ you couldn't 


@vOUREMAGEN OF AMERICA, IN 


afford you, 

So, don't walk. Run for a 
Volkswagen Rabbit Diesel. 
According to the 1979 EPA 
Mileage Guide, our Rabbit 
Diesel gets the highest 
mileage in America: A whop- 
ping 50 MPG on the highway, 
40 MPG in the city, using a 
4-speed transmission. 

(These estimates may vary 
depending on how and where 
you drive, optional equipment 
and your car's condition.) 

In addition to giving you the 


best run for your money, the 
Rabbit Diesel doesn't require 
conventional tune-ups. There's 
nothing much to tune. No spark 
plugs, points, condensers, or 
carburetors. 

Like all diesels, the Rabbit 
Diesel has a great reputation 
for reliability. But unlike many 
diesels, the Rabbit Diesel re- 
sponds like a shot from a gun (0 
to 50 MPH in 11.5). From its rack- 
and-pinion steering to its 
front-wheel drive, there's not a 
sluggish bolt in its body. 

Obviously, all cars run on 
some kind of fuel. So do you. But 
what you save with a Rabbit 
Diesel, can fuel you with steak. 


VOLKSWAGEN 
DOES IT 
AGAIN 


needed her ass spanked. With that, | 
grabbed her and pulled her across my lap. 
and started spanking her with my open 
hand. She squirmed and struggled but had 
no chance of escape from someone of my 
size. After a dozen or so strokes, | noticed 
that she was thrusting her crotch against 
my leg. Quickly, | stood her up and pulled 
off her jeans. | really laid into her bare flesh. 
My hand was sore, and she was genuinely 
crying, tears streaming down that perfect 
face. But her hips were still churning her 
pubic bone up against my leg 

| decided that the time was right and 
picked her up, carried her to the bedroom, 
and threw her on the bed. Hastlily, | stepped 
out of my Wranglers and climbed between 
her legs. My cock was swollen to the burst- 
ing point. | lifted her hips in my hands, 
poised the head of my penis against her 
wet, warm vagina, and thrust. My cock 
drove into her sweet, hot pussy until my 
balls bounced against the cheeks of her 
ass. Three strokes and my balls pumped 
until my cock felt as if it were having the dry 
heaves. | looked al her face and saw thal, 
through the tears, she was smiling. She 
said, “I've really been wanting that thing in 
me." Then she rolled me over on my back 
and proceeded to fuck me. With her 
talented cunt she brought us off together 
and then lay alongside me, kissing me 
gently, The next day we skipped classes 
and research in order to spend all day in 
bed together. 


As | had suspected, Jennifer's reluc- 
tance in fucking me had been merely a ploy 
enabling her to control me. (Her cunt had 
accommodated me easily, allhough it was 
a snug fit.) After that day our relationship 
proceeded more smoothly. We continued 
our oral sex as before with a new ingredient 
added: sometimes Jennifer dominated; 
sometimes | did. 

At the end of a year of this ideal friend- 
ship, Jennifer took her degree. She married 
and went to work for a large multinational 
corporation halfway across the country, We 
fucked and sucked up to the last moment, 
but we have not seen each other since her 
wedding, That woman in a childlike body 
was the best | have ever had, bul we knew 
that we would go our separate ways, | also 
know that Jennifer is getting her share of 
hard ones and hope that she once in a while 
finds a man who stands up to her (because. 
thatis what she loves). Jennifer knows that | 
am wearing out more pussies than hands 
and that | will always keep a special place 
for her on the tip of my tongue. —Name and 
adaress withheld 


Animal house 
1am a twenty-one-year-old male attending 
small college in southern Ohio and would 
like to relate an experience that | had three 
years ago, when | was in high school. 
When | was a senior, | had a job working 
at a nearby apartment complex, and | had 
access to the vacant apartments. On oc- 
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casion, | would bring my girl friend, Holly, — 
over to one of the apartments for some “old _ 
fashioned" sex. On one particular evening, 
we had made plans to go out with another 
couple, John and Pam. We visited one of 
the local bars, and after a few beers,John _ 
and | decided that we should all go to one 
of the vacant apartments. 

Upon entering the apartment, we found 
that it had only one bedroom. Being In an. 
inebriated state, we decided thal we would 
take separate corners in the oor, Holly 
and | wasted no time; we immediately 
began to undress each other and pro- 
ceeded to get into a sixty-nine position. | 
came up for air, quickly looked over to the 
other corner, and saw John mounting 
Parn—who was slill wearing her blouse— 
from the rear. This caught my attention; so | 
watched John slowly slide his cock up 
Pam's wet pussy. Pam moaned as he went 
deeper and deeper inside her Pam was 
loving every minute of it, and | soon realized 
that | wished | were in John's place, John 
grabbed onto Pam's tits and moved his 
cock faster and faster inside her. By now, 
Pam was just about screaming from the 
pleasure. | was so excited that | turned 
around and spread Holly's thighs and slid 
my cock into her as far as possible. Holly 
reached for my ass, pulling me into her. We 
quickly came to climax and rested for a 
while, 

By now Pam and John had finished, and 
we began to talk about the possibility of 
swapping. At first it was just a joke, but then 
John and | explained to the girls that swap- 
ping was something that we had always 
wanted to do. After much debating, the 
girls agreed on one condition—that Pam 
and | go to the living room, John and | 
agreed, and off | went with Pam. 

When we got into the living room, Pam 
removed her blouse, revealing a gorgeous 
set of tits. They were big and hung on her 
chest perfectly. Her nipples were rock-hard 
and pointing upward. Pam immediately 
dropped to her knees and gave me the 
best sucking | have ever had. Just before | 
was ready to come, she told me to lie down 
on the floor | was about to explode, Pam. 
took my balls in her hands, gently mas- 
saged them, and licked the head of my 
cock, Moving her head up and down, faster 
and faster, | could feel my cock ready to let 
loose. With one last dive, Pam put her 
mouth completely over my cock and swal- 
lowed every bit of my come: 

After a short rest, we started in again. 
Pam had me lie down on my back on the 
floor. She stood above me spread-eagled 
and eased her wetness down on my face. 
While | ate her, she was saying, “Lick me; 
eat my cunt. | want to feel your tongue 
inside me.” When she was close to orgasm, 
she got on her hands and knees, put her 
ass high in the air, and said, “Fuck me. | 
want to feel your cock inside me,” | 
mounted her from behind. | rubbed my 
cock up and down her slit while she 
moaned for me to fuck her. Finally, | knew it 
was time. So | slowly slid my hard cock into 
her waiting pussy. She moaned louder and 
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louder as my cock went deep inside her 
pussy. After a few strokes, Pam said, “I 
want to feel your warm cock come inside 
me. Come on, give it to me really hard!” 

That is exactly what | did, | reached 
around and fondled her tits. Pam was 
screaming with pleasure. | was sure that 
the neighbors would call the police, | felt 
her pussy tighten up, and | knew that she 
was ready to come, | grabbed her hips 
tightly and thrust my cock into her pussy as. 
hard as | could. When | came, Pam was 
moaning and screaming, “| can feel your 
come way inside of me!” With that | col- 
lapsed on the floor, She had satisfied me as. 
‘no other woman ever has. 

Unfortunately, we all graduated and went 
to different colleges. Some day we will get 
together for a reunion.—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


Force-feeding 

As a married man grown a little bit bored 
with married sex life, | began having an 
affair about two years ago, This led to a 
fulfillment of my sexual fantasies that ex- 
ceeded my wildest dreams—and my wife's 
as well. 

My lover, Marcie, happened also to be 
my wife's tennis partner and best friend. 
Marcie, unlike my wife, Alice, is a highly 
sexed woman. She's five feet six inches tall, 
a leggy black woman with bronze-colored 
skin, full and firm tits, and a versatile, loving 
cunt. My wife is also a physical knockout: 


five teet four inches tall, long blonde hair, a 
fantastic body, and a coolly seductive 
manner that seems to broadcast a sort of 
look-but-don't-touch attitude. | love her 
dearly but was frustrated by her hang-ups 
in the sack: no oral sex, lights out for 
lovemaking, quick showers afler each 
missionary-style encounter. It got tiresome, 
It was dignified but boring! 

Since Marcie's husband wasn't keeping 
her satisfied and both of us wanted to save 
our marriages, we decided to let our mates 
into our newfound world of fantasy fulfill- 
ment. We weren't sure how to approach 
Marcie's husband. Since Marcie had al- 
ways fantasized (but never dared attempt) 
a three-way with Alice and me, we decided 
to move in on her first. 

The four of us owned a beach house 
together; so we arranged for the three of us. 
to take a long weekend there while Marcie's 
husband was away on business. This 
wasn't usual, of course. But this particular 
weekend was {to have a slightly different 
twist. 

Friday afternoon, when my wife came in 
from some swimming and sunbathing, | hid 
myself upstairs on the loft, from which | had 
aclear view of the living room below. Marcie 
had stretched out her gorgeous body on 
the sofa and was leafing through a copy of 
Penthouse and sipping a margarita. When 
my wife came in, her firm tits straining 
against her bikini and her body glowing 
with a fresh suntan, Marcie told her there 
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were drinks in the fridge. When Alice went ] 
to get one, Marcie slipped her hand under 
her beach robe and onto her bushy snatch. 
Licking her fingers, she looked up and 
gave me a lewd, conspiratorial wink. 

After Alice had returned with her drink 
and settled down on the edge of the sofa, 
Marcie lit a joint and handed it to her. Alice 
took a few hits and asked whal Marcie was 
reading, and when Marcie showed her, she 
wrinkled her nose and said, "Oh yeah, one 
of my husband's Penthouses. Aren't they 
awful?” Marcie said, “Not really. In fact, 
they're kind of a turn-on," They leafed 
through the magazine together, and Marcie 
read a few choice letlers from “Forum” and 
then gradually moved closer to my wife. 
Soon they were both getting excited, and 
when Marcie gol her nerve up, she started 
stroking my wife's thigh. Alice's breathing, 
became heavy. After a while, Marcie 
leaned over and kissed Alice's soft, blonde: 
hair. Alice unconsciously put her hand on. 
Marcie's, which was still resting on her 
thigh. 

Up in the loft | was getting pretty excited. 
It looked as if this was going to be easier 
than we'd expected. But when Marcie’s 
hand moved up to Alice's crotch, Alice 
pulled away. Marcie took a handful of my 
wife's hair in her other hand and, looking 
passionately into her eyes, said, "Alice, 
we've been friends for a long time, Now just 
relax and let this happen, because it's 
going to happen either way.” 

Alice, needless to say, was shocked. She 
pulled away again, but Marcie was 
stronger and pinned her down on the sofa 
and planted her mouth on my wife's in a 
long, deep soul kiss. | could see her tongue 
and lips moving just as they’ had last 
weekend—on my cock. Marcie pressed 
her pelvis against my wife's crotch and 
began kissing and biting her ears and 
neck, holding her arms pinned all the while. 
Soon Alice began struggling less and less 
and was visibly responding to Marcie’s 
kisses and caresses, even sighing and 
moaning as Marcle removed her bikini top. 
and started tweaking Alice's swollen 
breasts and nipples. 

As Marcie moved down Alice's body, 
over her smooth, flat stomach, close to her 
snatch, Alice started to struggle again. 
Marcie looked up, her eyes flashing, and 
said, “Okay, Alice, we'll do it the hard way. 
You're going to have your cunt licked, 
whether you like it or not!" With that, she 
reached under the sofa and produced a 
handful of silk scarves, one of which she. 
used to blindfold Alice and the others to tie 
her spread-eagled on the sofa. | leaned out 
in plain view, and Marcie stood at the foot of 
the bed, panting, smiling, and looking with 
half-closed eyes at her magnificent work. 
She looked up at me in the loft, where | 
stood with my prick in my hands, and si- 
lently beckoned. My wife was straining at 
the scarves and whining, “Please, Marcie, 
my husband will come home. Please 
don't!" As | came down the stairs, Marcie 
tipped off Alice's bikini bottoms and took 
off her own beach robe. Two gorgeous 
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bodies were exposed to my voracious 
eyes. My prick was oozing and throbbing. | 
moved toward the bed, but Marcie stopped 
me by putting a finger to her lips so that | 
wouldn't betray my presence. Then she 
shoved a couple of pillows under Alice's 
tight little ass, giving us both a better view, 
and smoothed Alice's hair and whispered 
in her ear, soothing and stroking her. 

Slowly, Marcie went down on Alice and 
soon had her grinding and thrusting. Alice 
started shouting, "Oh yes, please eal me. 
Oh, oh, oh, yeeesssss!” | couldn't believe 
my ears, | had never seen my wife—or 
anyone else for that matter—so thoroughly 
aroused. "Oh my God, fuck! Let me come, 
please, please bring me off! Fuck me! 
Suck!" All this, and just two hours ago sha 
was deeply offended by profanity! 

| was getting awful hot, too, and had to 
slop stroking myself. | had better plans for 
the load of come | was about to spurt. Mar 
cie got up and lowered her ass over Alice's 
face, about six inches from contact, and 
said, “Okay, Alice, I'll get you off, but first 
you're going to earn it! Now, start licking!” 
Then she lowered her cunt down onto 
Alice's face and closed her eyes as my 
wife's long tongue reached out and got a 
first taste of sweet cunt juice. Marcie was 
facing me, at the foot of the sofa, and 
squeezing her own beauliful tits as she 
gently rolled her hips over my wife's slurp- 
ing mouth. “That's it, honey, that’s right. Just 
lap it up. That's right, Alice. Ooh, that’s 


good! Mmmm!” 

Then, Marcie's body tensed, and col- 
lapsing down an my wife's body, she came 
with a loud moan, drenching my wife's 
lovely face with a salty ocean of come. After 
a minute or two, Marcie gol up and said, 
“Alice, that was pretty good.” Then she 
went to kiss Alice's wet face and pressed 
her clit against my wife's quivering snatch. 
Alice began to grind furiously, and when 
they were both nearing an orgasm— 
bucking, moaning, and sweating—Marcie 
silently motioned to me. 

| went over and positioned myself behind 
them to Jook al their two asses—one 
brown, one creamy white—and at their 
gorgeous, dripping cunts. The smell was 
sensational. Then, ever so slowly and si- 
lently, | carefully aimed my tool at my wite’s 
silky-blonde snatch and plunged it in to the 
hilt. Alice immediately responded by push- 
ing up to meet my thrust and screaming, 
“Fuck me, Marcie. Fuck my cunt!" She was. 
half-delirious and had no idea what was 
happening. | reached down, wet my fingers 
in Marcie’s cunt, and shoved a finger up 
each of their behinds. Almost immediately, | 
could feel their sphincters gripping faster 
and faster until we all collapsed in a thun- 
derous, gushing mutual orgasm. Then 
Marcie removed the blindfold from Alice's 
eyes. When she realized that I'd been there 
all along, she seemed happy. 

Over the next year that Alice and | lived 
‘on the East Coast, we enjoyed a three-way, 
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real-life fantasy of incredible sex. We tried 


every imaginable combination, exploring — 
every orifice, savoring every secretion, It 
brought us closer together than anyone 
could. We've shared our pleasures openly, 
and we can now share anything with each 
other. It's so good that we no longer think 
about getting Marcie's husband to join 
us.—Vame and address withheld 


Meter-made! 

One morning about a month ago, | was on 
my way home after working the graveyard 
shift. | sped down a shortcut down a 
three-mile deserted section of road, not far 
from my home. | rounded along curve, and 
there sat a police cruiser. By the time | saw 
it, there wasn’t enough time to slow down. 
After! had passed the cruiser, it came after 
me with lights flashing. When | pulled over, | 
looked back and realized that it was a 
policewoman behind the wheel. 

As she walked back to my car, | couldn't 
help noticing her beautiful body. She asked 
for my license and registration. While | was 
digging through the glove compartment, a 
battery-operated vibrator rolled out into 
view. Quickly, | pushed it out of sight. Hand- 
ing her my papers, | could see by the blush 
on her face that she had seen it. 

Not wanting another ticket, | pleaded 
with the policewoman, whose first name 
was Joyce. | begged her not to write me up. 
and said that | would do anything if she. 
would agree not to. Suddenly, a smile came 
over her face. She took my license and 
headed toward the cruiser, saying, ‘All 
right. You follow me in your car.” We pro- 
ceeded about 500 yards down the street 
and turned off on a little road. We stopped 
and got out of our cars. Then Joyce came 
up to me, saying, “Okay, up against the 
car." Quickly, she started to frisk me, from 
my shoulders down, But when she got to 
my waist, she grabbed my jeans. Before | 
had a chance to move, they were down 
around my ankles. | wore no underwear. | 
objected to whal was happening, and she 
said, "Well, you told me that you would do 
anything; so | thought this would be a 
chance to fulfill one of my greatest fan- 
tasies, | wanted lo see if you were circum- 
cised. And | see that you certainly are. If 
you want to go, you re free to da so." | could 
see that she meant me no harm, and | told 
her that I'd be a model prisoner. 

My pants were at my ankles, and she 
spun me around and ordered me to put my 
hands at the top of my head, and quickly 
handcuffed them. “Okay,” she said, “hit the 
deck!" Once | was on the ground, she con- 
tinued the search using her tongue instead 
of her hand. She checked out every part of 
my body thoroughly. As Joyce reached my 
cock, it sprang to life. "I’m really into 
pricks," she said, “especially circumcised 
ones.” She ever so slowly traced her flicker- 
ing tongue up and down my hard shaft, 
caressing my balls. She was careful to lick 
every stray drop of fluid from the exposed 
head. The sensation was fantastic, Gradu- 
ally, Joyce took it in her mouth, all the way, 
and in no time | had the first in a series of 
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earth-shattering orgasms. 

She stood up and quickly undressed. 
Hidden under that outfit was a sleek, well- 
proportioned body, two not-so-large but 
firm breasts, shapely hips, and a juicy twat, 
which was soon to be shoved against my 
face. | buried my tongue deep within her 
hole, driving her to an uncontrollable frenzy, 

As soon as Joyce caught her breath, she 
ran to my car, only to return with the vibrator, 
Instantly, she began tingling my pecker 
and balls, until | was as hard as her billy 
club. Then she moved in a squatting posi- 
tion directly over the head of my dick. 
Slowly, she lowered herself onto the full 
length, without touching any other part of 
my body. She started to move, just using 
her leg muscles to propel her athletic body 
on top of my schiong, from tip to balls, Her 
moans of delight broke the silence of our 
secluded spot, but this could not stop the 
desire burning deep within her throbbing 
cunt, | tried to free my hands, but my efforts 
were useless. Sensing that Joyce was 
ready to come, | started to match her 
rhythmic action. Suddenly, her moans 
turned into screams. “Fuck me, fuck me, 
fuck me!" she cried. She began to quiver, 
and as | shot a load of hot sperm into that 
fabulous milking machine, my orgasm 
triggered yet another orgasm in her, For 
several minutes we just lay there 
exhausted. 

Joyce released my hands, and we both 
got dressed. She went to the cruiser and 


started to drive away without saying a word. 
| yelled, “What about my license?’ She 
stopped, backed up, and handed me the 
papers, saying, “Oh, yes, and | almost 
forgot—here's your ticket.” Smiling, she 
drove away. 

Would you believe that | never enjoyed 
getting a ticket more?—E.B,, Holden, 
Mass, 


Pretty baby 

Recently, | saw the movie Pretty Baby. 
Much to my surprise, | found myself fasci- 
nated with the idea of having sex with a 
very young, teenage girl. Despite the inno. 
cence of Brooke Shields’s nude scenes, 
they gave me hard-on after hard-on, which | 
tried to hide from my girl friend lest she 
think me perverted, 

This strong desire for a budding woman. 
stayed in the back of my mind, however, 
and just a few hours ago my dream came 
true. | attended a party last night and fell in 
with a girl named Elaine. She's a student al 
the college | attend, We'd met before, but 
both of us had other romantic commit- 
ments; so nothing had gotten started. 

Last night was different, however We 
both got very drunk, and our flirting soon 
gave way to some heavy necking. Both of 
us had come to: the party alone, and 
this—along with the alcohol—broke down 
our inhibitions. 

Elaine asked me to drive her home, be- 
cause she was too drunk to drive herself. |, 
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too, was really too drunk to drive, but | took 
her home in spite of my condition. She 
asked me up-to her apartment, and being 
too drunk to have any reservations about 
being unfaithful, we wasted no time in mov- 
ing to the bedroom, Before we fell asleep, 
we fucked—both times in pitch darkness. | 
was too zonked out to feel very much, and I 
managed to raise a second hard-on only 
because | thought I'd never get the chance 
to fuck Elaine again once we were sober. 

| awoke first the next morning and 
cleaned up in the bathroorn. My cock was 
caked with dried sex juices, and my mouth 
was dry and sticky from the booze. | 
slipped under the covers again, and Elaine 
awoke shortly after that 

She told me that she had to use the bath- 
foom. When she got out of bed, what | saw 
aroused me to a full erection. Elaine is 
short, about five feet two inches, and 
slightly built. To be more precise, she is 
downright skinny. She is also flat- 
chested—her tits are no more than tiny 
swells on her chest, but her nipples are 
long, In fact, they stick out as far as the tiny 
areolas are wide. Her butt (I find it hard to 
think of it as an ass) looked like a young 
boy's, As a matter of fact, in the nude 
Elaine's body is indistinguishable from a 
boy's, except for her pussy which is some- 
thing else again. The hair is sparse and 
grows only on her mound, not on her vagi- 
nal lips. She doesn't shave, she told me; 
hair just never grew there. 

After Elaine washed up, her transforma- 
tion from a twenty-year-old to a pubescent 
nymphette became complete. | saw her for 
the first time with no makeup and her hair 
undone. The color of her skin was very even 
and very pale, and | could fee| my stiff cock 
growing another inch. To complete the ef- 
fect, | noticed for the first time that Elaine 
wore her eyebrows unplucked. | bluntly told 
this Brooke Shields clone that she was the 
sexiest girl | had ever seen and that | had to 
have her again. 

To my delight, she was as randy as | was, 
and soon we were kissing and fondling one 
another. | was ecstatic as | kissed and 
sucked on her tiny tits with their stiff, pink 
nipples. She purred while | stroked her 
smooth and boyish butt cheeks, kissed 
them, and stroked her hairless little behind 
with my tongue, Her pussy was the 
sweetest I'd ever tasted and such a delight 
to eat, without any hair tickling my cheeks 
and nose. The inner lips were small, pink, 
and very fresh looking. As she came, | lap- 
ped up the copious flow of warm juices with 
a passion 

When Elaine took my cock in her mouth, | 
thought that | would come in a second. She 
positioned herself so that | could see her 
face while my cock slipped back and forth 
between her lips. Her fascinated expres: 
sion as she studied my cock between licks 
and sucks drove me wild 

Before she could make me come, | rolled 
her over on her back and positioned myself 
between her legs. | rubbed the twitching 
head of my cock up and down over her 
slippery cunt lips, and she began to wrig- 
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gle and moan. Slowly, | pushed my hard-on 
into Elaine's pussy, which was much tighter 
than any | had fucked before. It even felt 
tighter than it had the night before, as | was 
sober now and at full erection. 

Inch by inch, | fucked her, and she was 
having a thrashing orgasm by the time | 
had my full length in her. | could not resist 
the heat and tight slipperiness of her cunt, 
and after only a few long strokes | exploded 
inside her. 

To my disbelief, | managed two more 
hard-ons that morning. I'm basically a 
once-a-day man. Elaine and | agreed to 
Continue our relationship, even though it 
will take some planning to get away from 
our steady lovers. We recognize that even 
though we are friends, the main attraction is 
sexual. | told her about my fascination with 
her childlike appearance, and she's 
agreed to let me photograph her in the 
nude, as Keith Carradine did with Brooke 
Shields in Pretty Baby. As we see it, as long, 
as we Satisfy one another's desires so well, 
we will continue to have the most exciting 
sex we have ever known.—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


Do-it-yourselfer 
aman abject masturbationist. | just love it 
Even though | get screwed by my lover's 
miraculous prick as often as | can, the feel 
of my fingers in my hot, horny cunt is out of 
this world, 

Ican safely say that have converted two 


of my girl friends to onanism. Sandy, who 
lived downstairs in my apartment building, 
once dropped in on me unexpectedly one 
rainy Sunday when | was lying on my 
living-room rug, ramming my giant dildo 
hard into my cunt. She took one look, 
slammed the door, and took off down the 
hall, running as fast as she could. But one 
week later she was crying with joy as she 
plunged my black, ten-inch rubber cock 
faster and taster into her wide-open, wel 
pussy. We regularly have phone-in ses- 
sions when we call each other and mastur- 
bate like crazy over the phone. 

Pat, my roommate, did not know of my. 
pleasures, but she certainly found out ina 
hurry! The day after she moved in, she 
burst into my room, and there | was, one 
rubber cock all the way up my ass and 
another between my two red cunt lips, mak- 
ing me moan and groan with delight. 

For the next week | got the cold shoulder, 
but as | pointed out to her, | hurt no one, | 
Satisty myself, and | have no intention of 
stopping il, so she had better accept the 
idea. Gradually, she did. 

Soon thereafter, after a long beer session 
in our living room, she stood up, a little 
drunk, and said, “What the fuck!" She 
dropped her jeans and pulled down her 
blue bikini panties, revealing her auburn 
bush and her pretty, slender little legs. Then 
she got on top of the coffee table, spread 
her legs, and easily slipped three fingers 
deep in her honey pot, smiling at me dar- 


“Gooanight, Betty Lou! Thanks for a really swell evening.” 
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ingly and libidinously the whole time. 

She wasn't alone for long, because | 
joined her. For a while, there was no other 
sound in the room except our heavy moan- 
ing and the squishing sound of our fingers 
frantically working our own cunts and, 
oceasionally—I'll have to admit—each 
other's, Now we often walk around naked in 
the apartment, sometimes with a dildo (or, 
on one occasion, a banana) stuck up our 
cunts, which we immediately put to good" 
use when we sit down on the sofa or on the 
floor—-M.K., Toronto, Canada 


Black-and-white setup 

My husband, Bill, is in graduate school, 
and we live in a campus village. | work and 
Support my husband so that he can get an 
education. We don't have much money for 
recreation, All we can afford is just smoking 
grass, drinking beer and wine, and party- 
ing at home. 

A beautiful black couple, Willie and Dot, 
live next door and we visit each other quite 
abit, One day my husband noted that Dot 
had a beautiful body, and he said he won- 
dered what sex was like with a black lady. | 
Started to notice that husband Willie had a 
very large bulge in his pants, and | sug- 
gested to Bill that | was excited about the 
idea of swinging with our neighbors. 

One weekend during the summer, when 
Bill was al the library studying, | got high 
with Willie's wife and we talked about sex. | 
told her my Bill was turned on by her, and 
she admitted that her Willie wanted me. We 
compared notes. She was excited to hear 
about my husband's skill with oral sex, and 
| confessed to an interest in Willie's cock. 
We decided right then to throw a party and 
have an orgy. 

We pooled our money and got some 
dope and wine. Next we tried to get sexy, 
and we decided to wear ultrashort cutoffs 
without panties and braless T-shirts. Finally, 
we planned to tell our husbands of our de- 
sire to swing. 

Well, Dot and Willie came over about 
eleven, but Bill wasn't home yet. The party 
started without him, and when | started 
dancing with Willie, my heart was pound- 
ing with excitement and my pussy wet with 
love juice, During a slow number | felt a 
huge, hard black dick between my legs, 
and | got hornier when Willie felt my ass, 
tits, and pussy, His dick felt like steel. | was 
almost going out of my mind wondering 
what it looked like 

Suddenly, Bill walked in, and | felt guilty 
being so close to another man, but | 
couldn't stop the images of black penises 
dancing in my brain, Dot asked Bill to 
dance, and she began to dance with such 
sensuality that Bill dropped his books to the 
floor. Soon | saw Bill's hand on Dot's ass, 
rubbing her. Next Bill put his hand under 
her T-shirt, and started sucking her tits right 
in front of me. That got me very excited and 
made me feel much less guilly. 

| began to grope Willie's big dick with my 
hands, and he unzipped his pants. Out 
jumped the largest cock I've ever seen! | 
led Willie into my bedroom and looked 


back at Bill, who was already eating Dol on 
our sofa. Dot's legs were in the air, and Bill's 
lips were smacking. 

Willie lay on his back and told me to ride 
his big black bamboo. | got on top of him 
and began to melt with excitement and joy 
as his eleven-inch cock rode in and out 
my pussy. The sight of that gleaming, un: 
circumcised black rod stretching my white 
cuntwas too much to bear When Willie was 
ready to come, he pulled me down and put 
his big dick in my mouth and then shot a 
huge load off as | sucked him like a mad 
woman. 

Come was allover my face, On the way to 
the bathroom, | saw Bill and Dot still getting 
it on. Bill was still eating her out, and she 
was singing with sexual joy. | rushed back 
and sucked Willie again until his cock got 
hard, put my legs up, and shoved his dick 
into me as far as it would go, It hurt this time 
and | recall crying, “It’s too big, too big 
baby,” but | finally relaxed and got high 
from being pounded like that, losing al 
control and just letting him do what he 
wanted with me 

Dot enjoyed her first experience with oral 
sex (my husband's tongue is as effective as 
Willie's cock,); so we both seemed to be 
content with the way the evening went. In 
later orgies together Bill watched Willie give 
me a good fucking, and | watched Bill eat 
out Dot's pink pussy lips: 

Are there any other couples out there 
who enjoy swinging across racial lines? | 
think that miscegenation adds a whole 
extra dimension to sex, making it seem 
iruly exotic when it’s black against 
white—nol in hate but in love —Name and 
address withheld 


Feelin’s believin’ 

| have been an avid reader of Penthouse for 
quite a while, and I'll admit that | never 
really believed most of these letters until 
recently, when something similar hap 
pened to me 

| attend a medium-sized university in 
northern New Jersey. Over the past three 
years here my sex life has been more than 
adequate. One morning | went down to the 
commuter cafeteria for breakfast, | was 
standing in line when a chick turned 
around and started talking to me. She was 
alone, and since none of my friends were 
around, | had breakfast with her. She was a 
very pretty girl with long, brown hair, a tight 
ass, and small but firm breasts. 

We rapped for a while, and she ex 
plained to me that she had to wait two hours 
for a friend to drive her home because her 
car was in the shop. Since | had nothing to 
do, | offered to give her a lift and she ac- 
cepted. When we arrived al her house, she 
asked me to come in and | immediately 
accepted, No one was home, and we sal in 
the living room, listened to some music. 
and smoked a few joints. We started mak- 
ing out, and all of a sudden, before | knew 
what was happening to me, she unzipped 
my pants, took out my cock, and put it into 
her mouth. She deep-throated me as if my 
cock were made of candy. She ran her 


JACK NEWTON DANIEL made whiskey 
in 1866 by a method called charcoal leaching. 
We say charcoal mellowing today. 

Whatever you call it, you start with hard maple 
from the Tennessee uplands and burn it to char. 
You grind this charcoal to the size of small 
peas and tamp it tight in vats. Then you trickle 
whiskey down through the vats to mellow its 
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tongue up and down the shaft and then 
started sucking on my balls. | was in 
ecstasy, and as soon as she sensed that | 
was ready to come, she again deep- 
throated me and | shot my hot jism down 
her throat. 

After that unbelievable blowjob, | laid her 
‘on her back and slid off her pants. | found a 
beautiful, sopping-wet pussy. | nuzzied my 
face into her garden of love, and as my 
tongue probed, | uncovered the largest clit | 
had ever seen. | licked and sucked as | slid 
one finger up her crack and one up her anal 
opening. She moaned and groaned while 
experiencing one orgasm after another, Fi- 
nally, with her last breath she screamed for 
me to fuck her. In less than a second | 
mounted her and plunged into her. | 
pumped fiercely as she moved and wig- 
gled her hips in rhythm with strokes. | 
sensed thal she was about to come; so | 
pumped harder, and shortly we had the 
most exciting simultaneous climax 

We played together for most of the morn- 
ing, but since that day | have been unable 
to locate her at school again. | quess I'll just 
keep a hard vigil in the cafeteria until she 
shows up again,—Name and address 
withheld 


Bound and determined 

My girl friend, Nancy, and | have found that 
a variation now and then can serve as a 
spark to keep our sexual relationship at a 
feverish pitch, One such device that we 


employ is bondage. We're not into S&M, but 
we do get a kick out of the sheer theatrics of 
tying each other up. The only problem that 
we have encountered is Nancy's inexperi- 
ence at, of all things, knot tying. Occasion- 
ally, some of her knots would come undone, 
detracting from the rest of the scene and 
forcing me to do some faking. Let me tell 
you, though, about the time we solved our 
problem. 

Having agreed to be Nancy's love slave 
for the evening, | was kneeling naked at her 
feet, kissing her nylon-encased ankles, 
feet, and toes, my hands clasped behind 
my back ready to be tied. As she bent over 
me to bind my wrists with a two-foot hank of 
clothesline, my cock sprang to full atten- 
tion. Only when she finished and ordered 
me to lie on the bed on my back with my 
legs spread did | realize that something 
was different—the knots that held me cap- 
tive were tight and secure. Sensing my sur- 
prise, Nancy said, “My slave, I've been 
reading your old boy-scout handbook, and 
| can promise you there will be no further 
escapes.” Well, she must also have been 
perusing Houdini, because after lashing 
each of my ankles to a corner of the bed, 
she tied my crossed wrists to my waist and 
then ran a line from one end of the bed to 
the other, between my bound arms and my 
shoulders. Believe me, | was not about to 
go anywhere! ‘ 

Nancy left the room for about five min- 
utes, and the tension—both physical and 


‘Hey, Mom, when you're finished blowing up Uncle Charlie 


= 
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sexual—was unbearable. When she re- 
turned, she stripped off all her clothes, ex- 
cept for her panties. Then, while sitting on 
the edge of the bed to refasten her high- 
heeled, open-loed sandals, she slowly ran 
her hands first up one of her legs, then up 
the other Standing, she rubbed her nip- 
ples, which by this time were as attentive as. 
my cock, and then traced the outline of her 
labia, visible through the thin material of her 
panties, Finally, after what seemed an eter- 
nity, she announced, ‘And now, slave, | am 
ready.” 

Straddling my chest (al five feet one inch 
and 100 pounds, she's hardly a strain), she 
rubbed her cotton-covered pussy against 
my rib cage as she held my cock behind 
her back. It was incredibly exciting as she 
massaged my throbbing member, Sensing 
that | was about to come, Nancy released 
my rod and plunged her tongue into my 
mouth. After some heavy-duty French kiss- 
ing, she had me suck each of her succulent 
tits. Finally, she shifted upward on my chest 
and ordered me to “exercise my ton- 
gue"—which was ironic, because |'m a 
health nut—by licking her through her 
pants. This | did with some abandon, until 
she had an orgasm that nearly broke my 
nose. 

Pausing momentarily, Nancy removed 
her panties and shoes, which had left some 
interesting indentations on my thighs. She 
then sat back on my face. Another orgasm. 
followed, as her pussy percolated with love 
juices. After regaining some composure, 
Nancy then moved to take me out of my 
misery. She grabbed her panties, which 
were lying beside me, and quickly shoved 
them into my mouth. At the same time, she 
put my aching cock in her mouth, Circling 
its head with her tongue, running her lips 
up its shaft, and gently squeezing my balls, 
she soon produced the desired resulls—a 
mind-blowing orgasm that was punctuated 
by my muffled moans. Ungagging me, she 
kissed me deeply and then untied me. 
Later that evening we made love more con 
ventionally, humping each other's brains 
out. 

Needless to say, we heartily endorse 
bondage as an additional stimulus to 
lovemaking.—Name and address with- 
held 


Groupie grope 

A couple of months ago you published a 
letter from a woman who had a delightful 
experience while she was attending a pub- 
lic function, Well, | had a similar adventure 
at an outdoor rock concert here in Denver 
two days ago. 

The concert was one of those "Sun Days" 
concerts that Barry Fey has promoted so 
successfully here, and it featured a number 
of leading name bands. By late afternoon 
the crowd had grown to 60,000. My buddy, 
Bill, and | had seats right in front of the 
stage, on the grass 

Since we had had lots of beer and other 
highs by the time the sun had gone down 
and the Beach Boys came on, we, were 
feeling pretty wild. It was also getting dark, 
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and many people were crowding closer to 
the stage and losing all of their inhibitions. 
As the crowd continued to surge forward, 
we were all being pushed right into one 
another. 

Earlier | had noticed 4 really far-out girl, 
about eighteen or nineteen. Suddenly, she 
was back, standing right in front of me. She 
had long, dark-brown hair, which I'd ad- 
mired all afternoon. It was silky and cas- 
caded down to her round buttocks, which 
were clothed in very, very sheer material. 

Aswe continued to sway with the music, | 
leaned forward just enough to kiss her 
fabulous hair lightly, thinking that she 
wouldn't notice. But at just that moment 
someone behind me pushed me slightly, 
and instead of kissing just her hair, | 
planted a kiss right on her shoulder. She 
turned her head enough to see me, smiled 
as | blushed, and then, to my utter amaze- 
ment, pushed her buttocks right back 
against my crotch, making a kind of circu- 
lar motion for a minute or two. My prick 
immediately leaped to attantion, and be- 
fore | knew what was happening, the head 
was peeking out from my cutoffs and being 
further stimulated by the night air, 

Since we were all pressed so close to- 
gether and | knew no one would see, | 
quickly unzipped my fly and pulled my 
hard six inches out. About that time, the 
brown-haired beauly in front of me pushed. 
back again, this time against my very stiff 
prick. | think she must have known instantly 


what she felt, because she again turned 
her head and looked me right in the eye, 
grinned, and then glanced down. She 
probably couldn't see anything, because it 
was dark and the crowd was so tightly 
packed together, but her hand soon found 
what her eyes couldn't see. She fumbled 
only a minute and then grasped my cock 
tightly with her hand, moved her buttocks 
back against me again, and deliberately 
rubbed my hardness against her bottom. 
At that point, | threw caution to the winds 
and began lifting that flimsy skirt untilit was 
up over her buttocks. To my astonishment 
and pleasure, she had no panties on at all, 
and | moved forward so that my cock, 
which was still wrapped in her tight hand, 
pressed against her crack, She rubbed my 
prick all over her; then, standing on her 
tiptoes, she tried to fitit into her cunt. | had 
to bend my legs and stoop down slightly to 
get It in, and she had to push back in my 
direction. All this time, we were still moving 
to the music like the rest of the frenzied 
crowd, Her cunt was quite wet by now, and 
we finally made the right connection; | 
slipped into her without any trouble. 
Grasping her at the waist, | began mov- 
ing her forward and back, and together we 
managed to fuck right there in the middle of 
thousands of people, in front of the Beach 
Boys. It wasn’t what | would call a perfect 
fuck, since my cock slipped out a lot. But 
that dicin’t seem to worry either of us, for we 
were getting off in a very unusual way. 


“What am | supposed lo do? She paid the stud fee!" 
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The sensations were so great that! came 
in about five minutes, spurting all over her 
cunt, inside and out. But the turn-on was so 
fantastic that my dick didn't soften at all. It 
just stayed hard as a rock, and we kept on 
moving for about three or four minutes until 
the end of the number, when everyone re- 
laxed for an instant. | was beginning to 
wonder how to get my cock back into my 
pants when another number began. In- 
stead of worrying, | just continued to 
“dance’ with this chick still riding my pole. 

The next number seemed to go on 
forever, and everyone was shouting and 
screaming and moving so much that our 
motions and groans and shouts seemed to 
go unnoticed. ! don’t know if she had or- 
gasms or not, but, from the way she was 
jumping around, I'd bet my last concert 
ticket she had several. | finally had another 
spurting climax and nearly collapsed from 
the effort of keeping myself moving with my 
knees bent in that awkward angle. 

As-I"tried to get my cock back in my 
pants, Bill, who had been watching, 
nudged me and said, “I've got to try some. 
of-that. Move over.” But he was too late, 
because the girl had moved back to stand 
on the other side of me. | hadn't realized 
that Bill was watching, and he had a giant 
erection, | just shrugged and said, “| guess 
not today, buddy.” Meanwhile, my beauty 
with the long hair had her arm around my 
waist and was whispering in my ear, “Let's 
go somewhere where | can suck you off. 
Your cock is habit forming.” With that, need- 
less to say, we began lo make our way out 
of the crowd. 

Since then we've become pretty steady, 
We go to a lot of concerts and have fucked 
at some really great ones, pretty much in 
the same style of our first meeting. But we 
have devised some interesting variations. 
At one concert we balled missionary style 
on a blanket after dark, Needless to say, 
after fucking we try to move on somewhere 
else in the crowd so that the police don't 
hassle us. 

Wouldn'tit be great to see a lot of people 
fucking at a concert? We all do it to the 
recorded music, but not many of us are 
lucky enough to fuck to the real live thing, 
with mellow people all around,—v. R. C., 
Golden, Colo. 


Great-grudge fuck 

I'm a@ twenly-six-year-old female singer. A 
few weeks ago my band got a job in a local 
Irish bar. From the beginning the job was a 
disaster, The customers wanted to hear 
Irish folk songs, and we offered them Bea- 
tles music. But the worst part of it was the 
bartender, Mike. He and | hated each other 
from the moment we met. 

Mike, who is in his early thirties, is six foot 
two and has a powerful build. He has huge 
arms and hands, red hair, and freckles. 
Normally, 'm attracted to that type, but it 
was a different story with Mike. He was 
born in Ireland, and he still has old- 
fashioned ideas about a woman's place. 
I'm famous for my outspokenness. 

Mike and | had several arguments during 
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7EEDBACK 


Politicians in reverse 
As long as you keep publishing the incred- 
ible insights of individuals such as Karl 
8, Nicholas von Hoffman, and, most re: 
antly, Jeff Greenfield, with his ‘Advise and 
ant’ essay “Voting in Reverse” (No- 
, there is indeed some hope 
the republic staving off what is sure to 
be a monumental confrontation in the very 
near future 

Greenfield's dictum may or may not be 
original historically, but it certainly applies 
today. Woodrow Wilson, the pacifist war- 
monger, worked openly for peace while he 
actually brought about our entry into whal 
was just another European trade rivalry. 
The result was @ massively vindictive war 
and an aftermath of repressions that gave 
us a Hitler and all of that 

Wilson's student outdid his mentor, FDR 
tried all known gambits—from bellicose 
language through economic boycott to dip- 
lomatic skullduggery—in order to tempt 
the Nazis into striking at us first. We even 
blew to limbo a pair of German weathe: 
stations in the far north, but Hitler wanted 
naught of native industrial might against 
him. It took the dastardly exposure of the 
fleet at Pearl Harbor to do the trick. When 
the warlords of Nippon took over from a 
mild socialist government and we had bro- 
ken the Japanese code (telling of a pend- 
ing air strike), World War |l was assured 
even though FDR had vowed that no Amer. 
can son would ever tight on foreign soil 

Need | go into the first American combat 
and subsequent deaths under John F. 
Kennedy in Vietnam? Of course, LBJ esca- 
lated the horror to its zenith, all under the 
same wonderful folks who gave us inflation, 
seat belts, and other unmitigated plans for 
our own good 

Greenfield, who is actually one of the 
enemy (the press), may or may not be a 
good-guy maverick, He is right in saying 
that a vote for y in 1980 will re 
civil war that Hubert Humphrey miss: 
a hair, Even though the loquacious 
bore his death rather well, he was so 
weak: eed that a black friend from 
ago who saw the entire 1968 National 
Democratic Convention mess of the so 
called dissidents versus Daly predicted 
there would have been blood in all Arr 
can streets if the party of war, treason, and 
inflation had won, Actually, both major 
groups are so similar that they should be 
stuffed for the Smithsonian 
There is a magnificent undercurrent of 

cold anger now filling most of us. It 
stems from our impotence in not being able 
to strike back at our tormentors. If Teddy 


tries to bring off his domestic-disarmament 
scheme (consult the Congressional Rec 
ord, February 17, 1971), wherein he advo- 
cates total native gun grabbing, you will 
see a citizen-versus-government reaction 
unparalleled since several hundred years 
ago. 

Americans are just not going to have th 
most cherished private property taken 
without a scintilla of empirical evidence 
that it caus rime, Indeed, it works in a 
negative corollary manner, i.e., more guns 
in private hands indicates less violence 
Our Albuquerque police strike in 1975 es- 
tablished beyond doubt that it takes cops 
to play cops and robbers. The storekeeper 
and homeowner do not read thug-rapist 
rights but simply blow him away, and noth 
ing more is done about it (that is, in most of 
the South and Southy 

So Greenfield i ect: Teddy's 
sion to the Imperial Presidency will signal 
an all-out war on quasi-religious-belief 
commitment, and there won't be enough 
federal agents to staff this area 

But the formula holds— it will further unite 
us, get us more contributions (more and 
more true civil libertarians are awakening to 
the ultimate political right), sell more guns, 
and in general r the New American 
Revolution far more cleansing. Of course, 
we'll get our populist demagogue, an 
amalgam of Reagan and Wallace, but any 
thing beats Camelot. The tragedy is that 
people like Jeff Greenfield are so insulated 
that they need a good nose rubbing in 
some good old everyday living. Maybe 
someone will do that for him; | 
hope so. In the interim, he'll escape to his 
high-rise elitism.—M.D, Alb N. 
Mex 
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Jastrow falls short 
In his October 1978 interview, Robert Jas: 
trow gave some interesting insights about 
the cosmos and the prospects for artificial 
intelligence. However, when he ventured 
beyond those subjects, his opinions 
tended to be hastily conceived and less 
persuasive. | have noted three examples of 
his scientifically trained mind falling short 
n assessing issues concerning man and 
his nature 

His value judgment of the culture of Tahiti 
as “a society dominated by promiscuity, 
infanticide, ritual cannibalism, and drugs" 
lacks of ethnocentrism. Christian mis- 
sionaries were not known for their tolerance 
of native practices deviating from Euro- 
pean norms. This same intolerance led to 
the near annihilation of the Ar 


srican Indian, 
and other genocides carried out during the 
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centuries of European colonialism. 

The surmise that if'a nuclear war wiped 
out the human race, “the baboons and ra- 
coons would inherit our niche within 20 mil- 
lion years” js dubious. The apes are collat- 
eral, not linear, relatives of man, The two 
lines parted from each other at least 30 
million years ago, Such survivors would 
hardly succeed man. Nothing in evolution- 
ary theory predicts such an outcome, |The 
prospects for racoons are even more re- 
mote 

Jastrow's biggest blunder, however, is 
believing that any human survivors of a nu- 
clear war “would remember that holocaust 
for along time” and “would never make the 
mistake of unleashing nuclear energy in 
that fashion again.” This notion, as logical 
as it sounds, is, unfortunately, in direct con- 
tradiction to such recent, highly traumatic 
experiences as Hiroshima and the Nazi 
holocaust. Jastrow is apparently oblivious 
of the classic psychological reaction to 
trauma: repression and reenactment. Be- 
havior consistent with this thesis has been 
observed in the survivors of these traumat- 
ic World War II events and in their children 

The persistence of this behavior from 
generation to generation is not to be dis- 
missed lightly. The precise mechanism for 
the transmission of the repression is not 
known. But if real, it could lead to the even- 
tual reenactment of the traumatic experi- 
ences repressed in the collective uncon- 
scious. The reenactments could occur 
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either directly or through displacement, if 
no nuclear weapons were available, The 
collective unconscious, postulated by Carl 
Jung and applied to the collective repres- 
sion of traumatic events by Immanuel Vel 
ikovsky in Worlds in Collision, is a viable 
working hypothesis. Scientists should be 
more circumspect when speculating in 
areas beyond their expertise.—C. Leroy 
Ellenberger, Staten Island, N.Y. 


Critics and criticism 
As a person having experience in artandin 
the media and exposure to most of the 
faces there, | feel it's a dire necessity to 
reply to Robert S. Wieder’s editorial 
"Choice Critics" (November 1978), 

Wieder simplistically lumps together a 
variety of approaches to media and art. 
The system he rails against has snared him 
also, A bit cooler approach would have re- 
vealed more about the relationships be- 
tween the people and the concepts at is- 
sue 

| agree with his initial observation that 
“art’ in some cases (if not all) has 
metamorphosed into “media” and has 
therefore become a commodity. However, 
his observations on critics in general, their 
effect on the artist and audience, and the 
critic as artist reveal the same glibness that 
he attacks, 

An examination of Wieder's vocabulary 
is agood place to start. Within society there 
is no longer a monolithic, homogeneous 


“Russell, | don't think this is what 
the doctor had in mind when he recommended you eal a high-fiber breakfast! 
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group of people labeled critics. Those who 
have the profile that Wieder attacks are re- 
viewers, commentators, and, at best, hack 
journalists who fancy themselves as 
educators of the masses. 

Critics, for the most part, are academics 
or polemicists who are out of the limelight. 
They write for a limited audience of col- 
leagues and those immediately connected 
to the art form. Their materials appear ba- 
sically in esoteric journals, sparse serni- 
nars, and low-profile books, Reviewers and 
commentators rise to their profile because 
their general and glib approach to art and 
media is whal the mass media cannot help 
using. Economics (which is perhaps even 
more abstract than philosophy) dictates 
the use of gross generality on any topic. 

Mr Wieder is not really talking about crit 
ics but about media personalities. He 
doesn't mention any valid critics or theo- 
fists whatsoever in his shotgun attack, 

However heavy-handed Wieder's allack 
is, he makes sense when he charges mis- 
use of the artist and audience by per- 
sonalities. Even though he’s not really sure 
of the target, he’s describing it pretty well, 
regardless of his lack of subtlety, 

Today, shallowness in media is danger 
ous and abundant—especially when one 
considers how many people take the mass 
media as a whole to be a source of vital 
information. In one fell! swoop Wieder re- 
duces the critic (and criticism as a whole) 
to one who “calls the shots” on art and 
media events. Again, he has defined the 
glib reviewer and media bimbo so dear to 
the heart of television, radio, and mass 
print. 

Critics work, for the most part, on 
hindsight. They are historians, working in a 
field with their own particular point of view, 
They gather materials, think, dream, sweat 
blood, weep, and try to formulate a system 
and a vocabulary that try to explain why 
things are seen as they are or how they 
should be seen, 

Wieder gives the critic too much credit in 
terms of power over the public. The effect 
of criticism is fell, not overnight, but over 
years and even decades. The list of essays, 
monographs, journal excerpts, and like 
sources is endless. Criticism fillers through 
a given arts and media community and, 
finally, drastically altered, to the public, The 
impact of criticism is great but diffuse. The 
impact of daily opinions is actually slight 
but focused and intense. Discussing criti- 
cism js not quite so streamlined a matter as 
Wieder presents it. There is a spectrum of 
responses made to art, Lumping in critics 
and the idea of criticism per se with band- 
wagon Cassandras is just bad journalism. 

The most overtly dangerous part of the 
editorial is its chain saw altack on the “critic 
as artist” and, by implication, on the artist 
as critic, Would Wieder disapprove of 
novelist John Gardner's On Moral Fiction or 
Ursula LeGuin’s essays on science fiction? 
The themes that these writers explore in 
their literature may also be approached ina 
topical manner. Should Truffaut and 
Godard have remained just writers and not 
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low tar/low taste problem. 

A richer-tasting Camel blend 
does it. Delivers satisfaction 
at only 9 mg tar. For taste 
that’s been missing in low 
tars, try Camel Lights. 


Satisfaction. 
Only 9 mg tar. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


attempted to make the films they did? 

The most worrisome dichotomy faced by 
people in agiven field is that of the concep- 
tualizer versus the technician. The techni- 
cians can often see no further than the 
buttons, the machines, the production val- 
ues, and the obsessiveness of marketing 
concerns. In turn, the critic-theorist can 
often see no further than the ivory tower, the 
words, the ideas, the language, and the 
obsessiveness of the hermetic intellect 
Both approaches lagically lead to simplis- 
tic attitudes. No side holds the keys, just a 
variety of possibilities to be tested. 
* | hope that coming generations of work- 
ers and creators in the area of art and that 
thing called media can be sensitive to both 
sides of the issue. This view obviously ex- 
cludes those who are out for fame and 
megabucks. By criticizing this dual func- 
tion, Wieder supports the status quo that he 
claims distresses him so. It is not simply 
production values versus theory, It’s a 
complex and rich mix of the two, 

tam not offering a blanket defense for all 
critics and those who pose as‘critics, | be- 
lieve that making a distinction between the 
two will be very useful indeed.—Nicholas 
Gorski, Syracuse, N.Y. 


Making noises 

| must take strong exception to music re- 
viewer Robert Palmer's statement compar- 
ing Peter Gabriel with Bruce Springsteen in 
the “Sounds” section of the November 


1978 "View from the Top. 

Palmer says that Gabriel has been 
heavily influenced by Springsteen. This 
statement is absurd in view of the fact that 
Springsteen's first album wasn't released 
until 1973, and Gabriel had been recording 
albums with Genesis since 1970. 

While Springsteen seems to concentrate 
his lyrics on the ups and downs of street 
life, Gabriel writes about many different 
things, ranging from the real to the surreal. 
Springsteen tries to evoke a personal nos- 
talgia in the listener, while Gabriel is far 
more classical in that he is not restricted to 
any one time frame. 

Springsteen's concerts are among the 
best I've ever seen, but it is a gross mis- 
judgment to compare him with Peter Ga- 
briel and to say that Gabriel has been influ- 
enced by Springsteen.—WA.L., Blacks- 
burg, Va 


Stoned solid 

I'm a college student attending a very con- 
servalive school. | have been reading your 
magazine tor about five years and have 
found the pictorials to be excellent and, at 
times, paralyzing! 

But your greatest achievement has al- 
ways been your articles. | have never 
missed one. The most recent article I've 
read, “The Stoning of America,” by Ed 
Rasen (November 1978), has prompted 
me to write this letter. 

The article itself left me speechless, and 
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the research is worthy of a Nobe! prize! | 
hope that all Americans, especially those 
idiots on Capitol Hill, will read it. 

| have been waiting for about two years to 
read about what really takes place in the 
drug world. Thanks for a great article. — 
J.M., Lafayeite, Ind. 


Praise for Schneider 

"Robot Lib" (October 1978), by Bob 
Schneider, is the most comprehensive, 
perceptive, factual article that | have seen 
published in any mass-circulation mai 
zine, There has been a great deal of mi 
formation about robots in the press in re- 
cent years. Schneider did his research well 
and kept an objective viewpoint—G,B., 
Arcadia, Calif 


The Wiz 

|! am writing in reference to the November 
1978 interview with Robert Shelton, Impe- 
rial Wizard of the Ku Klux Klan. 

Shelton says that "Negroes are never 
satisfied. They didn’t want to be referred to 
as ‘boy,’ and they didn't want to be referred 
to as ‘nigger’” Shelton is forty-nine years 
old. How would he like it if | called him “boy” 
or"son"’? And the term “nigger” is just plain 
derogatory, as much so as the words “slut” 
or “faggot.” 

As a Klansman, he believes in white 
supremacy, but does he know that mankind 
was originally black? In the equatorial 
areas, where man first evolved, it was es- 
sential to have dark skin if one were to with- 
stand the sun's hottest rays. As man mi- 
grated to northern latitudes, his skin light- 
ened in response to the less direct rays of 
the sun. 

Regarding the use of the cross by the 
Klan, Shelton says, “We add fire to show 
that Christ is lighting the world.” Nonsense. 
The destruction of the cross reveals him to 
be a Satanist, which he also expresses in 
his anti-Semitism. The Jews are God's cho- 
sen people, and hatred for them is hatred 
for the Lord. 

There is no room for racism in the military. 
Any member of the military who is a 
member of the Klan should, | feel, be given 
an immediate Dishonorable Discharge. 

Atanother point, Shelton defends the jail- 
ing of a Klan member for making whiskey 
by saying, "At least he was trying to make a 
living to feed his family. He wasn't going on 
welfare and making the government and 
taxpayers pay for it." What would Shelton. 
do if he was refused every job he tried to 
gel either as a direct result of being black 
or as a@ result of not getting the education 
and skills that one needs to make it in to- 
day's society? 

The Klan sees only what it wants to see 
Blacks are every bit as capable as whites. 
Jesse Owens in the 1936 Olympics made 
Hitler eat his words, and Shelton will one 
day eat them, tloo.—A. D'Aura, Lowry 
A.F.B., Colo. 


| have read many amusing articles in Pent- 
house, but the interview with the Wiz, 
Robert Shelton, was the icing on the cake. 


It was a very well done interview, as usual 
and no matter what my feelings about Mr. | 
iton’s comments are, | m 
he has every right to be ara 
The tune he sings is a familiar one, The 
only comment he makes that | find unset 
tling is that link Martin Luther King with 


scum” or “militants.” Mr. King's work or 
race relations speak itself 

he black race was delivered involunta 
ily into an institution commonly known 
slavery, which died, rightfully, many year 

As for the shallow judgment that 

cks are “inferior,” | have no recollectior 
whatsoever of reading any facts that woul 
support this self-serving, petty contention. | 
A narrow mind is like a narrow r i 
one way and a dead end 

All| can say is that Shelton’s view leaves 
me with no light at the end of the tunnel. All| 
nave to look forward to is being told that | 
don't e blacks are inferior 
Well nyselt a Christian. | 
want to be who |.am, protect my family 


have the freedom of choi 
proud to be black!—A 
withheld 


And, yes 


ame and adi 


| don't believe Robert Shelton’s prediction 
of a conflict or a war between blacks and 
whites. | don't think that the government 
would allow such action on the part of the 
Klan 


| personally have many black friends and 
feel that black people have worked very 
hard for what they have, just as white 
people have. Black people are true- 
blooded Americans and should be treated 
uch. My skin is white, but my heart is all 
colors. I've been halfway around the world 
hat freedom 
a favored few. 


and back, and I'll always 
is for all races, not for 
R.A.B., U.S. Navy 


This is just a short note written in haste and 
anger regarding Robert Shelton and his | 
concepts of Chfistianity. Christ was born in | 
the Middle East, and one can y as. 
sume that he was dark-skinned like every- 
one else It is strange that ar 
rganizati at is “anti-Semitic” also 
claims to ya religion that is deeply | 
rooted in and was founded by 
Jesus Christ, a Jew who kept the laws of the 
Jewish faith: 

As one w 


is studying for the pri 


hood, | am both shocked and hurt to see 
Shelton justify his philosophy and actions 
through Christianity and the Bible The 
Church has always been involved in the 
fight for racial equality and will continue t 
be.—S.C., Ontario, Canada 

Thanks for your chat with the “Imperial 


4." | have this observation to mr 
not, Americans! We are dealing with a 
few functional illiterates who believe that | 


minorities might steal their houses and the 


corner store, No wonder that these 
narrow-minded bigots use sheets to hide 
the shall xpressions on their shallc 
faces. What a display of insecurity! 
Name and address withheld 0+ 


THE JVC RECEIVER. 


Every bit as revolutionary as it look 
and then some. 


inourea 6 are never deceiving 
Because all our new DC integrated stereo 
receivers combine unprecedente 
revolutionary styling with unique electronic 
design features that reflect JVC s more 
than 50 years’ experience in alidia 
development and innovation 

DC Power Amplifier Design 

All four new JVC receive: 

AMipler Cau. Tayehanvirtcally 
distortion-free performance (0.03% THD) 
throughout the entire audible spectrum 
As a result, the sound you hear is clearer, 
cleaner and crisper. In addition, your 
speakers are protected with the Triple 
Power Protection circuit and youcan 
monitor output wattage with dual power 
meters, Choose from 120, 85, 6 
watts/channel," 

SEA all the way 
JVG was the first receiver manufacturer to 
offer a built-in S.E.4. Graphic Equalizer if 
a quality receiver, and we continue this 


J-9A01 (109); JA-S201 (boom elt JA-S301 (bottom right) 


tradition by incorporating this convenient 
feature in our entire new receiver line. 
Far superior to even triple tone controls, 
this JVC exclusive gives you complete 
control over the entire musical spectrum 
You can attenuate or accentuate any of tive 
separate bands, covering the entire 
audible range of music. And as an'added 
feature, we ve incorporated a special 
button so that the S.E,A, equalizer circuit 
can also be switched to your tape deck, so 
you record exactly what you fi 
Pushbutton Source Selectors 
A horizontal panel of pushbuttons provides 
total control over all functions. And brit 
\iantly illuminated LEDs instantly indicate 
the program source, Professional -type 
slider controls set volume and balance 
Combine all these exclusive features 
with high sensitivity and tuning precision 
thumb control tuning wheel and accurate 
dual-metering and you'll see just how 
revolutionary the new JVC DC integrated 
stereo receivers are, Play one 
at your JVC dealer soon, JVC 
High Fidelity Division, US 
JVC Corp., 58-75 Queens 
Midtown Expressway, 
Maspeth. NY 11978. In 
Canada: JVC Electronic 
Canada, Ltd., Ont 
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of 


@ Ohms, both channels driven from 20Hs-20 KHz. with ac mote than 0.03% THO, 


@Having sex five times 
a day may or may not have anything 
to do with love, but it 
sure has a lot to do with lust.2 


VVIER A HOLLANDER 


CALL ME MADAN 


LETTER OF 

THE MONTH 

I'm a free-lance photographer, 
and in the course of my job | 
meet quite a few women and 
have managed to keep my sex 
life quite active. However, in 
most cases I've been with 
women younger than my 
thirty-one years. 

About a week ago / was cov- 
ering a fund-raising event at a 
plush disco in Boston, and | 
met a very interesting older 
woman named Diana. She was 
fifty-three years old. | found 
Diana to be very stimulating, 
both in appearance and tal- 
ents. She writes plays and 
music and also does some act- 
ing in a local theater. | found 
myself totally under her spell. 
We ended up leaving together 
and having a brilliant conver- 
sation, which lasted well into 
the morning hours, The follow- 
ing weekend we spent a fan- 
tastic day together, and / ended up at her home, making lave to her. 

Many times I've heard that some women can “shoot their love 
juices" in much the same manner as a man ejaculates. I've been 
with quite a few women, and though | have brought all of ther to 
orgasm, using various techniques, none has actually “shot” any 
juices —except Diana: 

| really couldn't get over it. Every time she had an orgasm—and 
that was almost every other minute—she literally poured out love 
juices, We made love for four hours, and when we stopped for a 
break, the bed was thoroughly soaked. The sheets were so wet 
they squished when we moved, and we had to change them. It was 
an experience | don't think I'll ever forget. I've known women half 
her age and younger who couldn't come near the intensity with 
which she made love. She had orgasms from being kissed pass- 
jonately, and all this time she flowed like a river. Do you, or any 
women you know, have this ability to come so easily and flow so 
freely when making love? 


By the way, | do intend to 
keep seeing Diana. She is so 
talented and so uninhibited 
that | don't give a damn about 
the difference in our ages. In 
all ways she is one of those 
women who have no age. She 
is just a timeless beauty. —T.R 


| have come across women 
who literally gushed a stream 
of juices down my face when 
they reached an orgasm, but 
indeed it is very seldom that 
one comes across this 
phenomenon, Every woman 
upon climaxing releases a cer- 
tain amount of fluid. In the case 
of your lady friend, the quantity 
is just larger and the strength 
with which it comes out of her 
vagina stronger than with the 
average woman, Consider 
yourself lucky that you have 
an older woman who is both 
passionate and eager. 


ALISON DOESN'T LUST HERE ANYMORE 

I've always had a very active sex life and have loved every minute of 
it, My wile, Alison, and | have been married for ten years, but unless 
| get some advice, my marriage may be over. | was introduced to 
pussy at a very young age by an inventive babysitter. Since that 
time, I've found that variety is truly the spice, if not the total 
essence, of life, especially where sex is concerned. However, I've 
also learned that for any kind of sexual activity to be really great, it 
must be both mutually gratifying and agreeable to both parties. It's 
for this reason that I've never tried to force anything on Alison until 
she was totally ready for it. Like they say, you can bring a horse to 
water, bul... 

When we were first married, Alison wouldn't suck my cock or do 
anything other than the standard old missionary position. | waited 
patiently and very siowly introduced her to having her pussy eaten. 
Eventually, | even succeeded in getting her to enjoy performing oral 
sex, We spent many fantastic hours going sixty-nine and then 


All inquiries are treated in confidence. Send to 
Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y, 10022 
Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies can be supplied 
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Think of them as accurate, full-range speakers 


that just happen to weigh 


9.2 oz. 


Panasonic Duo-Cone’ headphones. 


It's a scientific fact: You don't 
hear music through headphones 
the same way you hear it through 
speakers. Panasonic knows that 
and we've done something 

about it: Panasonic Duo-Cone 
headphones, The headphones 
with high-velocity Duo-Cone 
speakers designed to match the 
acoustic characteristics of the 
human ear. 

As the sound travels 
through the air either “live” or 
from a free-standing speaker, 
the contours and canals of the 
ear create two major frequency 
peaks which cause certain 
musical tones to sound louder 


than others. By recreating both 
of those peaks, our Duo-Cone 
headphones sound more like 
accurate, full-range speakers. 
Rich, full and natural. With just 
the right tonal balance between 
lows, midrange and highs 

And since Panasonic 
Duo-Cone headphones actually 
consist of a small speaker within 
a larger speaker, they have a 
frequency response that’s not 
matched by even the best 
records and FM stations. They 
also respond quickly to musical 
transients for a well-defined 
sound. And require only small 
amounts of power to achieve 


Panasonic. 


mars me just slightly ahead of our time. 


sorely 


rs - 7 ‘ 


genie 


rock-concert volume levels 
But whatever kind of music 
you're into, Panasonic Duo-Cone 
headphones are designed 

for easy listening. Light weight 
combined with an adjustable 
headband does wonders for 
your head, While soft, non- 
isolating foam-cushioned pads 
do the same for your ears, And 
the prices? They'll do wonders 
for your budget. 

The EAH-510 and the 
EAH-520 Duo-Cone headphones 
by Panasonic. Don't think of them 
as just lightweight headphones. 
Think of them as accurate, 
full-range speakers. 


Unlike any stereotype, Nikko Audio 
actually delivers the seed of sound in our 
professional series. 

The Gamma V Synthesized FM Digital 
Tuner has a LED readout showing locked- 
in MHz numbers, Accuracy on the button. 

The E@ 4 Graphic Equalizer shapes the 
acoustics of your room into a recording 
studio. 

The Alpha Ill Power MOS-FET DC 
Amplifierhasthe lowest THD anywhere 


near the price range—0,008% (80 
watts per channel, both channels driven 
into 8 ohms, 20Hz to 20 kHz). 


Call our toll-free number for your 
nearest Nikko dealer: (800) 423-2994. 


Nikko Audio 


46270 RaymerSr., Von Nuys, Calif, 91406 (219) 986-0105 
In Canada: Superior Electronics, Inc. © Nikko Audio 1978 


fucking until we fell asleep in each other's 
arms. All of this required about two years’ 
worth of coaxing on my part. Now Alison 
gives the best head I’ve ever had. 

Over the next five years, | started getting 
Alison to do other things, such as mastur- 
bate, so that she could enjoy herself while | 
was at work and also so that she could 
wake herself up (sexually speaking), Alison 
soon found that she enjoyed this very muc! 
and would sometimes masturbate while 
sucking me, bringing herself to a really 
great climax. | also got her to enjoy different 
locales—one night we made it in a swim- 
ming pool. We also began to enjoy making 
love on our patio, and on several occasions 
we screwed in front of our window with the 
drapes wide open. Sometimes Alison 
would stand there naked and play with her- 
self, saying how great it would be if some- 
one were actually watching her. Once she 
even got completely undressed as we 
drove home from some friends’ house and 
masturbated as we sped down the freeway. 
She talked about some poor trucker pulling 
up alongside and what he would have to go 
through watching her performance. Alison 
really turned into a sex kitten, exactly the 
kind of woman | had wanted. We would 
fantasize about even better things we 
would do for and with each other. 

But then trouble started. One night al a 
party, while dancing with one of Alison's 
friends, | found out that | was the main topic 
of conversation at Alison's office. All of the 
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women had heard about my sexual prow- 
ess and perversions. As we danced, Suel- 
len kept asking me about all of my “kinky” 
habits, and she kept pressing against me 
and grinding her pussy into my leg. About 
two months /ater we wound up in a motel, 
where | answered all of her questions and 
then some. My wife never found out, be- 
cause we moved across the country two 
weeks after it happened. That was two 
years ago. 

The problem is that Alison has totally 
stopped being sexy. She won't have any- 
thing to do with oral sex unless | beg, and 
then only rarely. She's stopped masturbat- 
ing or playing around at all and now cor 
antly tells me I'm perverted for wanting 
kind of thing all the time. She gets very 
n | bring home Penthouse or any 
trashy magazine," as she calls them. 
! don't really want to turn to other women, 
butall of the excitement has gone out of sex 
at home. The thing with Suellen that | men= 
tioned above is the only time | was ever 
unfaithful to Alison. I'm starting to believe 
that maybe she's right—maybe | should 
seek psychiatric help for my "perver- 
sions."—Sam, 


I don't think either of you is to blame for the 
sudden change in your wife's attitude. We 
all go through different phases in life, and 
our sexual desires and fantasies can 
change and in some cases stop. As early 
as age ten, | used to fantasize about all 


kinds of S&M acts, They were good fuel for 
masturbation, But then, at a riper age. 
when | had actually acted some of them 
out, | found no need to continue them and 
created other imaginary scenes, Maybe 
the sarr ue for your wife. She has ap- 
parently had it, as we say. The change of 
environment has probably made her 
change her entire allitude toward you, You 
both ought to see a marriage counselor, but 
| don't guarantee that he or she will be 
totally on your side, since Alison's desires 
are quite normal. And as long as she 
doesn't refuse to have norm: x with you 
and occasionally still sucks your cock, the 
counselor might not find any major prob- 
lems to solve 


NEVER ON SUNDAY 

I've been married for nine years, Sal is 
thirty-two, and I'm twenty-nine. Our sex life 
has always been good, and we both will try 
anything once. | was a virgin when | mar- 
ried Sal, and everything | know about sex | 
learned from him, He says I'm terrific in 
bed, and J think he is, too. 

The problem is that Sal wants to screw 
only every seven to eleven days: he's 
strictly a once-a-week man. | certainly 
could fuck more than that with no strain at 
all, In fact, Sal taught me that I should ini- 
tate things, and | agree wholeheartedly! { 
feel women should take an active part, but 
this once-a-week bit has been going on for 
about five years now. Try as | may, | can't get 
him to screw when | want to, since he is 
always giving some lame excuse about a 
headache or being too tired. | get head- 
aches, tao, but I'm always ready when he's 
in the mood. 

If he thought for one moment that | was 
seeking counseling, he'd go through the 
roof. I've suggested it several times, and, 
frankly, | don't know how much more rejec- 
tion | can take. Every time | bring the sub- 
ject up, he calls me a nympho and says it’s 

‘not our problem—it’s yours. 

| have been propositioned by other men, 
but | remained totally true to Sal until one 
time two years ago, when he was out of 
town. | was hornier than you cauld imagine 
betore he left, but he didn't come near me, 
After he left, one of our friends, Joseph, 
called and suggested that we get together 
one evening, | finally decided to go. | was 
so excited by the time we got together that | 
was dizzy. That was a “one-line affair.” | 
was very uptight and nervous, | guess, be- 
cause | felt so guilty | did all | could to 
satisfy my friend, and he said it was the 
best sex he'd had in years, Before this 
episode, | was really down on myself and 
was beginning to believe that there was 
something wrong with me. However, | con 
fided in my closest friend, and | now realize 
that I'm very normal. 


it, but Joseph has 
called me constantly, and now he's becom- 
ing insistent that we get together again. | try 
really hard not to think about it, because I'm 
So tempted, Joseph has the same problem 
with his wife that | have, and he can really 
lay an ego trip on. me, making me feel more 


sded, and desired than I've felt 
in @ long, e were together 
more, we'd probably sper 
time betwe 2 sheets. As j 
realiz 
proposi 


wanted, r 


time. If 


m seriously 
intention 
Nev 


with the 


and enjoying myself. 


dreams would | have bel 


this problem with my husb 


would be seriously considering s 19 
around. 
As when he does conser 


sex, it all seems so mechanica 
obligation he has to me. I'il take any advice 
you can offer. | find myself teary and em 
tional most of the time, and Sal's a 
wer is, "G ip and stop acting like a 
teenager.” Well, that's not much of an an 
wer. | have grown up, and | do feel very 
sorry tor the both of us, Should | accept 
Joe's offer, or should | stay close to and 
expecting so mi ym him? —L.V. 


| think given your husband 
forewarning that you need more 
ying, “Un 
which means, 
warned is forearmed"” or, more literally, 
‘A warned man is worth two.” So, let it be 
being frustrated. If ar 
two means that you can rid yourself of 
strations as a normal, healthy, 

woman fo it. He 
must remember tha ant to keep 


you've 


There's aFrench 


averti en vaut deux 


Fore 


outside affair or 


go ahead and ¢ wever, YOU 


you 


your marriage intact, it is up to you not to 
get emotionally involved with another 
and to continue loving your husbé 
way you always have 
For the time being, don't rub it unc 


inders! 
to per- 


sno use tryin: 
val sex is beautiful 
lute must for y 
hings can change enough 
eventually get back with 
in body, so 


that you wil 


your husband, both in spirit an 


that you won't need to have any extramari- 

tal affairs. You simf ave an undersexed 

hubby, and perhaps you should consider 

taking a long, relaxing vacation with him to 
warm, romantic island before taking any 
ally despe neasures 

ETTING GO 

m a twerily-yea 1 woman, marred lo a 


ed Pau 


wenty-two-year-old mé 


have one cl and I'm expecting another 
baby in the fall. My problem is that Pac 
keeps thinking about this one girl he wa: 
seeing before we met. | knew Lisa, b 
ause we went to the sarne school, but we 
never got along, maybe bec he's t 
years yo! atl SAYS 
hem aise he 
eally ked his 
cock 


Apparently 
would do whatever Pau 
me the other night that he wanted tc 
wante 
seem to let go 


/ 


her and 


J my permission. | 


ays he Ic 


a big turn-on 
ight expect, 
s aboul her, espec 
each day 


Jon't know what to do, 


ally hi 


since 


/ want him to 


and frankly it's making me a nervous wreck 
Do you think | should talk to someone, like a 
nave a fee 
70 more, | 1 


about this? | 


ing that 
ght rr 


doctor, 


learned to let mysé 
Lisa. J.J 


him forget 


| don't know exactly what you mean by "let 
ting go," but Paul might be more apprecia- 
tive if you simply sucked Outside 
of a sexy walk, cocksuc t 
the only thing Lisa has over you in lovemak 
ability 

pt that 
about your walk. But a marriage cou 
traighten Paul out, In my 


jis cock 


xing seems to be 


Joi 4 doctor could do muct 


might be able to 


opinion, it’s awlully ins 
tell his expectant wife 
nan's walk is sexy. Right now you really 
support, not his criticism of 
your looks and sexual tect 
you should tell him that you v 
with other men 


need Paul's 


know, ac 
ith a pregnant woman. 
rently of his request 
however fabri 


me men, you 


tue 
He might think dif 
vim witk 


y prefer sex v 


once you h yours 


i may be 

But why put yourself on hi 
im about how you can impr 
ance, A marriage 
> help you with your sex 
hat anything can make Pau! 


level? Talk tc 
va yourisa 


perforrr counselor 


nuld also be ablet 
life. | doubt 
forget Lisa. As time passes by, people tend 
to embellist affairs with all kin 
» significance that the relatic 

really t re aC 


passiona 


ships neve ad when they w 


Bh Licon o« Care / 


ediately But the 
a marriage coun- 


ree 
_ FOOT IN THE DOOR 
‘Ab jaut two months ago, | was in Albany, N.Y, 
ra weekend. My friend and | decided to 
19 to. one of the local discos and check out 
the action. Gary and | had a couple of 
drinks and mingled with the crowd. There, 
_in the center of a cluster of females, was 
one of the most gorgeous women I've ever 
seen. She was Oriental, with long, straight 
black hair that went all the way down to her 
_ ass. She was wearing a long dress that had 
-aslit up the side, revealing a pair of beauti- 
ful legs. She also had on a pair of brown 
leather boots that came up to her knees. 
After staring at her for a while, | knew | 
wanted to spend the night with her. | asked 
_ her—her name was lina—to dance, and 
_ to my surprise she said yes. We danced a 
couple of fast numbers, .and then a slow 
song came on. As we were dancing, | could 
feel her beautiful, light-brown body press 
jp against my cock. By the end of that 
song, | was rock hard.and had to fuck her. | 
asked if she wanted to spend the night with 
“me at my hotel—and she gladly accepted! 
After we arrived, it was just unbelievable. 
_f removed Tina's dress and bra and began 
‘sucking her small, round tits. Finally, | 
__ began to kiss her stomach and her thighs. 


co y my face in her swee 

pussy, | must have ealen and sucked her tor 
a goad half hour before | stopped. Then | 
kissed her tanned legs to her knees and 
began to remove her boots. As | pulled 
each boot off her tiny feet, | kissed each 
foot and licked her small, delicate ankles, 
As | was doing this, | noticed that lina was 
moaning and groaning, just as if! were 
actually tucking her. | took her panty hose 


_ completely off and began sucking and 


kissing her toes and licking the soles of her 
leet. | just couldn't believe she was enjoy- 
ing this so much, | licked every inch of her 
feet tor about twenty minutes, until | finally 
couldn't wait to stick my cock into her. 

Tina and | made love twice that night, but 
it still puzzles me that she enjoyed having 
her feet kissed. Is this normal in some girls? 
I'm not a foot or shoe fetishist myself, but | 
have to admit | did enjoy doing this, and | 
will continue to use the technique on my 
lovers in the future. —T.L, 


It's quite normal. And if you don't believe in 
the erotic power of kissing or tickling 
another's feet, why don't you ask your 
Oriental woman to try kissing your feet? 
This is one sexual turn-on that works both 
ways. Most of them do, 


ASLEEP AT THE WHEEL 
A few months ago, | broke up with my 


“No, sit, the aircraft has not been damaged. 
Those are the toilet facilities for our No-Frills charter group!" 
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ling 


for din d to. amo 

that Linda liked to arink and get high, f 
parked the car along a creek on a country 
road, We were really high after a couple of 
hours, smoking and drinking. Finally, Linda 
passed out | just satin the car, listening to 
the radio and drinking, except that every 
once in a while I'd steal a glance al her to 
see if she was waking up. After about an 
hour of this, | started getting very horny. 

| was so high | didn't care what hap» 
pened. So | stripped off all my clothes ex- 
cept for my underwear. Then | started to call 
her name several times, to see if she would 
resporid to anything —she didn't. She was 
dead to the world but very alive to me. First, 
1 took her dress off, and then her slip. | 
almost came in my underpants when | saw 
her in only a bra, panties, and panty hose. | 
was very careful when | started to feel and 
suck her tits, but she still slept on. Then | 
laid her out on the seat of the car and rolled 
her stockings and panties down to her an- 
kles. | spread her legs and fingered her tor 
awhile, and then she began to moan. It 
seared me, until | realized that Linda was 
moaning from pleasure, not fear When | 
mounted her and began pumping, she 
began moaning louder and wrapped her 
legs around my back, She began to meet 
my every thrust. | swear she had an 
orgasm—and she was wrapped around 
me so tightly that | couldn't have gotten 
away from her even if | had tried. After | 
came, ! got her dressed, dressed myself, 
and drove to a drive-in food place. She was 
still asleep when | gol eut to order the food, 
but she woke up when she smelled the 
sandwiches and fries. 

It was getting pretty late, and Linda said 
that she'd better get home. On the way to 
her house, she told me that while asleep 
she had dreamed that she'd had sex with a 
guy and that her panties were actually wet. | 
told her we'd fucked while she was oul, She 
didn't believe me, but she's made it clear 
that she won't go out with me again, How 
can | be sure that she was really asleep 
when we were screwing? I'd like to go oul 
with her again. She was a really great lay, 
but! want to prove to her that | did fuck her. 
What can | do? —B.B.B. 


You can forget her; that's what! No woman 
has sex wilh a man and doesn't realize 
afterward what's happened—unless, of 
course, she is extremely well drugged 
(more than grass and booze) or the sex is 
really that bad. It seerns to me that Linda 
knew you were screwing her and just wasn't 
all thal impressed, Hence, no more dates. 
More probable yet is the likelihood that you, 
and nat she, dreamed the whole episode. 


THE NIGHT SHIFT 

Last year | worked for a data-processing 
fum, We had a large IBM computer system, 
and our department supplied the person- 
nel for running the computer, But if some- 
thing went wrong with the machinery, it was 
'BM that made the repairs. | worked the 


night shift with two other guys, but on this 
particular night Lon had called in sick, and 
Tommy was on vacation, So | was alone, 
Things were goin noothly until halfway 
through my shift, when the printer broke 
down. | called IBM and was t 
viceman would be right over. W 
rived, | thought he looked a little 
realized *he” was a servicewom 
middle-aged, You couldn't tell by looki 


her face—she was a real dog—but from | 


the way her shirt stuck out in front, there 
was |ittle doubt. 

We both said casual hellos and went 
about our jobs, At this time my girl friend 
was angry with me and had been holding 
out for the last five days. So | was horny as a 
three-balled cat, and the more | thought 
about thal servicewoman, the hornier | got. 
J could feel my cack starting to throb and 
could see that the bul y pants was 
becoming quite More than 
once | caught her ‘atch. She 
had to be at least ten or fifteen years my 
senior and wasn't really my type, bul what 
the hell—you know how it is when you're 
desperate, | walked up to her and asked if 
she needed any help. She said no, and | 
just kind of stood there, trying to think of 
something to say. Ther hed for 
something in front of me 
brushed her arm against my now rock-ha 
cock. Her eye: ed to grow larger as 
she got an inkling of how large | was—my 
organ earned me the nick re “Bab 
Sequoia" in college! Th stepped 
forward and k 

For what | would c 
woman, she Say to 


der a homely 
be a very experi- 


They were mi sich soflerand fies hier acaniat 
girl friend's and also much larger, with ex 
tremely nice nipples. We undressed each 
ef, and | can the expression on 
her fac od at my fully erect 
cock, |'m very proud of it and enjoy the long 
stares it always gets when a chick sees it 
for the first time. From the way she was 
grabbing it, it was clear she wanted to fuck 
that instant. The floor was too cold, So we 
hopped up onto the ¢ r power unit, 
which was about the siz a kitchen 
counter. 

It was nice and warm 
of the electric motors was enough to bring 
almost any sm. What this lady 
was missing in looks she more than made 
up for in experience. Although | came 
sooner than | would have liked, she went 
down on me right after | pulled out, sucking 
and licking, trying to ke my coc 
going limp. So | got into her a second tir 
this time giving the performance of a 
lifetime. She squealed and wrigglea 
lently that | had to hang on to the sides of 
the power unit to keep from being bucked 
off. When | had gotten my ro off a sec: 
ond time, my worn-out cock went limp 
it didn't stand up again for t 
was by far the wildest lay | have ever come 
across, giving .me_a.whole new respect for 
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and the vibration 


For color reproduction of Wild Turkey painting by Ken Davit by 21! send$2to Box.929-P, Wall St. Sta, 


Wild Turkey Lore: 
The Wild Turkey is one of the 


heaviest birds capable of 
flight. Yet it is unusually fast. 
The male bird has been 
clocked at speeds as high as 
55 miles per hour. 

As America’s most 
treasured native bird,the fastini 
Wild Turkey is an apt © 
symbol for Wild T urkey 
Bourbon—America’s most 
treasured native whiskey. at 


— 


WILD TURKEY/101 PROOF/8 YEARS OLD. 


© 1077 Austin, Nichols Distilling Co, Lawrenceburg, Kentucky. 


© 97a w.z.nevwotostowaccoce 


“vantage. 
I just won't 
\ compromise 
on taste: 


“I'm willing to make some concessions, 
but taste isn’t one of them. Even though 
I've heard the tar stories, I still want a 
cigarette with good taste. 

“That's why I'm glad [switched to 
Vantage. 

“With Vantage, I get the taste I smoked 
for in the first place. And that wasn’t easy 
to find in a low tar. 

_-~ @ “For me, Vantage is the 
best tasting low tar cigarette 
there is’ 


Gack 4, Bacon 


Jack G. Bacon 
Memphis, Tennessee 


Regular, Menthol, 
and Vantage 1005. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. FILTER 100's: 10 mg-"tar’, 0.8 mg. nicotine, FILTER, MENTHOL: 


1 mg, "tar", 0.8 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report MAY 78. 
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TWICE IS NOT ENOUGH 


BY NICK TOSCHES 


4 he London Observer's “Sayings of the Week," which has for 
a many years chronicled the musings and sallies of that race 
whose grand contributions to Western civilization are Lent and 
mashed carrots, once quoted the writer C. E. M. Joad as saying, “I've 
not had a new idea for the last twenty years.” | have not read the 
venerable Joad, nor would | ever desire to read anyone with such a 
loathsome, stubby name; but | am sure he told the truth that week. Ideas. 
are rare things. | myself have not had one since the spring of 1972, when 
the inspiration came upon me to create a chain of Grab-a-Crab fran- 
chises in the Tampa-Clearwater area. (This idea bore no fruit, however, 
and | have since known bitterness.) And although my circle of friends 
includes some of the most brilliant and most powerful people of our time 
(one has established communication with Paracelsus and Gig Young; 
another has Grace Jones's home number on his Rolodex), no one | know 
has had any ideas of his own. 

Lesser men steal the ideas of others. But great men steal from 
themselves, milking for all its worth every idea that trickles from the 
stretch-marked muse's tit. Originality, like history and God's own drunk, 
repeats itself. After Michelangelo sold La Pieté, to Rome, he sold 
another Pieta to Milan, If he had not died soon after finishing the 
Milanese Pieta, he probably would have gone on to plaster all of Italy 
with Piete, like so much High Holy lawn sculpture. (Indeed, | have been 
told by reliable sources that when Laszlo Toth, the Hungarian artist who 
seven years ago deftly laid into the original Pieta with an iconoclast's 
two-pound hammer, was apprehended by Vatican guards, he swore in 
his native tongue, "Next | get that guy who did those little colored jockeys 
with the lanterns.") 

We have heard much of Connie 
Francis in connection with Michel- 
angelo and the lessons she learned 
from him. It is true that La Francis 
followed /tallan Favorites , her first hit 
album, with More Italian Favorites. 
But when she exhausted her 
catalogue of Italian favorites, she 
panicked and hastily came up with 
Jewish Favorites. In light of this, and 
in light of the fact that Where the 
Boys Are \s too weak a plinth for 
immortality to rest upon, | do not 
place Connie Francis in the class of 
Michelangelo. | believe that right- 
thinking men will someday agree 
with me, and there shall be an end to 
this foolish comparison of the two art- 
ists. Carl Perkins tried to perpetuate 
the success of “Blue Suede Shoes” 
with further songs of a sartorial 
nature—"Pink Pedal Pushers,” 
“Pointed Toe Shoes," “Levi Jacket.” 
Yet no one in his right mind would 


> Peper. 


dare compare this common, toupeed guitarist with the Man from Cap- 
rese. But enough, This talk of mere popular music taxes me greally, 

Ever since John Milton, for want of a new idea, wrote Paradise 
Regained for a follow-up to his big hit, Paradise Lost, writers have been 
stealing their own ideas. Some of our smartest authors have parlayed 
single, passable ideas into careers of great stature and longevity. Until 
1959 James Michener seemed capable of little else than writing 
crummy books about the Orient, which were transformed into even 
crummier movies, such as South Pacific and Sayonara. Then, not long 
after his fiftieth birthday, came an idea. He wrote Hawaii, a book that 
begins millions of years in the past and culminates in the present. Hawaii 
was a hit, and Michener has since been spewing forth ungodly thick 
novels—The Source, Centennial, Chesapeake—which plod from the 
dawn of creation (which Mr. Michener depicts with copious use of words 
like "awesome," “infinite,” and “bright orange”) to modern times and 
have a love-story plot that might interest those of us who have eaten 
cottage cheese for lunch over a long—indeed, infinite—period of time, 

Less successful but more highly respected a repeater is Philip Roth, 
who has been stealing the idea of Portnoy’s Complaint from himself for 
these last ten years, recycling into My Life as a Man and The Professor 
of Desire the notion that Jews are not prepared to deal with penises and 
would be much happier if they had never been dealt them. While | fee! 
that Mr. Roth is a very gifted writer and deserves whatever success he 
achieves in the recycling of his idea, | sense that he is beyond the help of 
either psychiatry or Irish girls, A lesser writer who has parlayed the 
eructing zits of her sexuality into a literary career of sorts is Erica Jong, 
who recycled Fear of Flying into How 
to Save Your Own Life. Book jackets 
bear Henry Miller's praise for the 
prosaic exploits of Isadora Wing, but 
the man is old beyond dignity, 

Occasionally, a man not known for 
his powers of literary recycling sur- 
prises us. Thus Gore Vidal, who 
transformed his out-of-print 1954 
novel Messiah into the recent Kalki, 
And thus John Fowles, who obtained 
contract in 1978 to rewrite his 1966 
book, The Magus. Well done, gen- 
tlemen, 

Our foremost recycler in the cos- 
mic field is Carlos Castaneda, 
whose made-up wetback sorcerer, 
Don Juan, has carried him through 
book after book and well into the 
dark realm of six-figure mysticism. It 
is with the hunger of the pilgrim that | 
await Don Juan Goes Hawaiian. 

Movie directors are no less skillful 
at milking it than are writers, as any- 
one who has seen both Fellini's Vitel- 
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Newley as Hieronymus Merkin 


joni and his Amarcord, of twenty 
years later, well knows. Hitchcock, 
who has been plagiarized perhaps 
more than any other director, is the 
master reaver of his own ideas. In 
recent years his films have be- 
come, more and more, collages of 
scenes from his earlier work; and 
with Frenzy and Family Plot, sus- 
picions arose as to whether the 


movies themselves had come to be 
directed by the Wrong Man. 

Then there is Antonioni. Even his 
name is repetitious. How did he ar- 
rive at recycling The Passenger 
from L’Avventura? Very slowly. 

There are unfortunate cases of 
terminal recycling. We currently 
have Sylvester Stallone, of whom 
there shall not likely be much more 
than a memory remaining after he 
is through with Himself in Paradise 
Alley and Rocky Il. It is dangerous 
business to recycle oneself so au- 
daciously, especially when what 
‘one Is recycling is essentially an 
inflated ego—and among inflated 
egos Mr. Stallone’s is a blimp. The 


» situation is remindful of Can 


Hieronymus Merkin Ever Forget 
Meroy Humpe and Find True Hap- 
piness?, the 1969 humiliation that 


& was produced, directed, written, 


composed, and starred in by the 
egomaniacal insect Anthony New- 
ley. Such people are better off stay- 
ing at home and reading Joad. But 


then again, they'd probably end up - 


buying rights. 

Perhaps the true mark of genius, 
that most vulgar of art's tempta- 
tions, is the ability to recycle with 
supreme stealth. Perhaps itis not. 1 
have tried to reach Connie Francis 
forcomment but have not been suc- 
cessful. I'm young; I'll get over it. 


Sylvester Stallone in Paradise Alley: terminal recycling. 
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Se Wa wy eall know whatto send 
the one we love on Val- 
entine's Day: hearts, 


flowers, billets doux, Selectavi- 
sion. But what about the people we 
don't love so much anymore—that 
adulterous boyfriend or that grasp- 
ing common-law wife? Used to be, 
the hateful were excluded from 
Love Day festivities. People were 
discouraged from celebrating the 
lackluster love affairs and the vi- 
cious S&M relationships that are 
‘so much a part of Cupid's little fail- 
ures, But not anymore! 

Yes, it's the selfish seventies! 
Constancy is out, mate murder is 
in, and Valentine has lost his saint- 
hood. This year why not express 
your resentment and anger with 
any one of these gifts-guaranteed- 
to-precipitate-a-breakup-unless- 
of-course-you-like-to-hurt-each 
other. 

The gift ideas listed below are 
guaranteed to end your affair and 
end it badly. No fear of messy re- 
conciliations or second chances. 
Across the board pricing: for richer, 
for poorer, and certainly in sick- 
ness! 

By special order at Bergdorf 
Goodman, Neiman-Marcus, and 
|. Magnin, it's Fendi’s Thin- 
Skinned, Multi-colored Squirrel 
Pullover. For any woman who ever 
longed for fur, what better insult 
than this lightweight, patchwork 
rodent wrapper? It's this year's 
best bet for a prolonged separation 
(and if you include divorce papers 
with the card, she won't wait to 
consult a lawyer). One word of cau- 


tion: if the woman you're bored with 
is into nature, think twice before 
you give her this, Squirrel pullovers 
affect naturalists like angel dust, 
Be warned. 

There's an old saying that goes, 
“The way to aman’s gallis through 
his pets.” More particularly, it's 
through abusing his pets, and most 
particularly through torturing his 
dog. To get back at both him and 
his mutt, side two of Music to 
Their Ears: The First Phono- 
graph Record for Dogs and Cats 
(Metra Corp., $3) is just the thing. 
Go for the throat by making a loop 
of cut 4, “Obscenities,” in which a 
man screams threats at a dog, 
causing the pooch to whine pite- 
‘ously. Two rounds of this at high 
volume and hands that touch 
pooper-scoopers will never touch 
thine ever again. 

From Kron Chocolatiers, a sure- 
fire sour tooth’ for any small- 
breasted feminist who hates 
country music, it's a Life-size 
Chocolate Mold of Dolly Par- 
ton’s Torso ($40)! Should this ini- 
tiate a vendetta, she can return the 
flavor by giving you a Chocolate 
Dear-John Postcard ($17.50 
small, $35 large) or a blunt mes- 
sage in big Chocolate Alphabet 
Letters ($5 apiece). And just for 
your information, Kron rates a 
seven-letter package at upwards 
of 12,000 calories. So be smart, 
and instead of gorging yourself, 
‘spread the chocolate atound. Give 
it to your nephews Frederick, Ul- 
rich, Cecil, Kenny, Yuri, Owen, and 
of course to your niece Ursula. 

No Mr. Valentine's Day is com- 
plete without a floral tribute, and 
none could be nastier than a bunch 
of freeze-dried frog ophrys, which, 
in The Language of Flowers 
($2.95 at your local artsy book- 
store), signifies disgust. Or how 
about a plastic ice plant ("Your 
looks freeze me”), some wild tansy 
("I declare war"), or a sprinkling of 
sweet-scented tussilago (“Justice 
will be done you”). All available on 
request at your florist. Just this 
once, in your dreadful home life, go 
ahead. Be old-fashioned. Spit itout 
with flowers! 

Children will be delighted—for 


Nose Masks: a good snub 
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Hospital Booze: more juice. 


about five minutes—with Nose 
Masks (Workman $2.95), by Rick 
Meyerowitz. These are nasal dis- 
guises that will turn your proboscis 
into something resembling a gar- 
bage can or a Muppet reject. If your 
lover has just gotten a new nose- 
tuck, this is the ideal snub. 

The Boob Calendar (Paradyme 
at 55 Lewis Street, Greenwich, 
Conn, 16830; $9.95 postpaid) is 
sure to insult any silicone implan- 
tee, or reformed transvestite. This 
rigid, wipe-clean designer calen- 
dar is made of Thermo formed 
plastic in matte white. Or, if you 
really want to get extravagant, 
there's a special, limited edition of 
metallic chrome silver (at 100 per- 
cent extra), which is perfect if your 


parents happen to be celebrating 
their twenty-fifth wedding anniver- 
sary. They can rub it for luck, 

A must for the stuck-up prude 
who cooks badly, a gross-out for 
movie buff and china collector 
allke, it's Knutz of London’s 
Three-Tiered Casserole in the 
Shape of the Naked Torsos of 
Your Choice of Elvis Presley, 
Charlle Chaplin, or Bing Crosby. 
So she'll be sure who it is she's 
stuffing, get her a head to crown 
her torso. Bing comes with his golf- 
ing hat, Charlie with mustache, 
Elvis with pout: $290.00 each. If 
the gift itself doesn’t turn her 
stomach, the knowledge that she 
‘could have gone to London on what 
you paid for it will. Available from 
Knutz, 1 Russell St WC 2, Lon- 
don, England. 

Also from London—a waking 
nightmare for insomniacs, lighting 
designers, or any male with a grain 
of taste—it's The White Plastic 
Michelin Man Lamp (Gavin Ely, 
$75). Eighteen inches high when 
it's sitting, God knows how tall 
when standing, and, since it's plas- 
tic, not a hope in hell of breaking it. 
dn fact, our statistics show, the un- 
lucky donee can sneak it out with 
the trash, and it will still be there in 
the morning. It could be there 
forever—a grisly reminder of a love 
affair long dead. For slow deaths 
only. At Dilemma, 22 Thackeray St 
W 8, London. 

As if that weren't enough, Di- 
lemma also sells Solar-Powered 
Chickens. They advise, "Leave 
them on a table in the sun, and they 
develop a life of their own,” No 
price quoted on this marvel. 
There'll always be an'England. 


Hospital Booze (Neo-Art, Van 
Nuys, Calif, 91409; $12.50) is a 
blow to the nuts for any newly char- 
tered AA member. This lovely de- 
canter comes in the shape of a 
hospital intravenous feeding de- 
vice, complete with bottle tubing 
and four opaque-plastic shot 
glasses. Encourage the one you've 
driven to drink to juice more and 
juice harder. Wood alcohol extra. 

How about A Pound of 14K 
Gold Nails (by order at any hard- 
ware store, $120)? Add to this four 
pieces of wood precut to a coffin 
shape and a white Easter lily, and 
only the most jaded punk rocker 
would stick around for the out- 
come. If he/she does, then you've 
got yourself a dyed-in-the-wool 
masochist; and being the sadist 
that you'd have to be to give this 
gift, you'll be in for a wheat bin of 
fun. Together, you can reenact 
scenes from The Bride Wore 
Black, Dracula, or The Last Man 
on Earth. And when you're tired of 
that, you can knock the leftover 
nails through the wood and make a 
homemade iron maiden. Let your 
masochist try it out and see if it 
works. Of course, it's bound to. And 
after that, well, no mess, no fuss, 
no bother, Just bury coffin and all in 
Potter’s field. Don't feel guilty. 
Think of it this way: it'll be the only 
‘one there that is studded in gold. 

And last but not least, a budget 
special for those with champagne 
taste, beer pocketbooks, anda real 
ax to grind! This Chain Letter of 
Gifts: a case of syphilis. Yours for 
the entry fee and a shared root 
beer at The Innuendo Lounge, 
Route 4, Green Gills, Pennsyl- 
vania. Ask for Rita.—Emily Prager 


THE MOVIE VERSIONS 


ny critic setting out to pan 

A a film like Sidney Lumet's 
musical The Wiz ought to 
establish his credentials. There is 
‘so much history, there are simply 
so many versions, behind this proj- 
ect that you have a right to know 
just what in the past makes the 
present seem such a boring mess. 
Therefore: | never saw the Broad- 
way show on which The Wiz is 
based. | do recall the old Victor 
Fleming Wizard of Oz, though not 
with the reverence other people 
have, and Judy Garland singing 
“Somewhere, over the Rainbow” 
has never set my pulse racing the 
way Judy Garland's singing often 
does, But | read the L. Frank Baum 
“Oz" books all right, and Baum’s 
Stories, as well as the W. W. Dens- 
low illustrations for them, filled 
some of the days and haunted 
many of the nights of my childhood. 
A look at the book (written in 
1900 and still very much in print), 
and especially at the pictures in it, 
gives some clues as to how the film. 
goes wrong. The Wiz is extrava- 
gant—ponderously and predicta- 
bly extravagant. But the original 
Wizard of Oz story is simple and 
intimate—a small child's vision— 
though imaginatively rather daring 
and rich. Any one of Denslow's 
drawings for the book evokes more 
than half a dozen of the Tony 
Walton—Sidney Lumet production 
numbers do. Not that Denslow’s il- 
lustrations are so great, but he 
does connect with some kind of 
fantasy life—while Walton and 
Lumet have to keep on coming up 
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Diana Ross in Oz: what is she doing there? 


with costumes, settings, and gim- 
micks that, it is hoped, you'll think 
“fantastic.” It doesn't work. The 
“fantastic” is always the mundane. 
And there is nothing so deadly as a 
cast of hundreds thumping around 
in a big circle because that's all the 
space the sound stage they're on 
allows them. 

An all-black Wizard of Oz may 
not be such a bad idea—an idea 
for getting audiences, not for rein- 
terpreting the material. And the 
film's notion of turning Manhattan 
into the Emerald City could have 
been a positively good idea— 
though such details as finding a 
place for the Scarecrow (in a 
cornfield growing, unaccountably, 
in a vacant lot) or for the Cowardly 
Lion (one of the stone sculptures 
guarding the entrance to the main 
branch of the public library) or for 
the sleep-inducing poppies (trans- 
formed into drug-dealing whores 
‘on Eighth Avenue) suggest a fairly 
desperate ingenuity. But the drama 
accompanying all this promotes a 
mushy innocence that makes 
Baum's children's story seem a 
model of tough sophistication. And 
the neat little moral attached to the 
ending—something like “Believe 
in yourself"—must have less con- 
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nection with the realities of inner- 
city experience than would the 
bleak Kansas prairie life that the 
book took its start from almost 
eighty years ago. Beyond “Believe 
in yourself,” The Wiz really isn't 
about anything at all, and you can't 
make up stories, or even songs and 
dances, so utterly without content. 

Itthere were a content, | suspect 
the movie would have fallen apart 
from sheer incongruity. It would 
have fallen Into some odd pieces. 
Diana Ross, who plays Dorothy, is 
supposed to be twenty-four (she 
looks more a handsome thirty- 
four), though the part would call for 
somebody under fourteen. Sheis a 
schoolteacher, living with her aunt 
and uncle in Harlem, and is well 
educated but so timid that she's 
afraid to go below 125th Street. 
Ross is of course talented, but she 
is ridiculously miscast and then 
burdened with absurdities intro- 
duced to explain what she's doing 
there in the land of Oz. Michael 
Jackson, the Scarecrow, has an 
unfortunate singing voice, possibly 
higher than Diana Ross's. And 
Richard Pryor, as the false-faced 
Wiz, merely runs through some 
bits of a comic routine that, for any 
purposes more demanding, he 


must have retired long ago. 

But for me the saddest is Lena 
Horne, as the good witch Glinda, 
who has to sing farewell to Dorothy 
and look regally young and lovely. 
Now in her sixties, with a face 
tightened into a blank, staring, in- 
expressive mask, forced into giant 
close-ups, she is like a terrifying 
parody of her own great beauty, Far 
scarier than the Wicked Witch of 
the West (Mabel King), she might 
‘stand for all the ways in which The 
Wiz goes out of control. As its sin- 
gle most striking image, its one real 
attempt to celebrate a personality, 
she becomes not the glamorous 
dream intended but the potential 
for a nightmare. 


About as far from The Wiz as you 
can get—except in being also an 
indoor sound-stage movie, also 
based on a famous old book, also 
about a heroic journey, also full of 
music—there is Eric Rohmer's 
Perceval, probably the first, and I'll 
bet the best, adaptation of a 
twelfth-century French poem into a 
twentieth-century movie. Per- 
ceval, however, is more serious, 
more fun, much much sexier, and 
has better songs (also from the 
Middle Ages) than you'll hear in 
The Wiz. Of course, it isn't mind- 
less pleasure, Seeing it involves a 
certain amount of mental work. But 
the work turns out to be tremen- 
dously worth the effort, 

Chrétien de Troyes’s long poem 
of Perceval (composed about 
1185) concerns a simple young 
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Welshman who, entranced by the 
idea of knighthood, goes to King 
Arthur's court, where the king, not 
knowing quite why he does so, 
agrees to make the youth a knight. 
From then on Perceval fights many 
battles, rescues several damsels 
{at least one of whom he had got- 
ten into trouble in the first place), 
and begins an education that 
seems to lead from a course in 
good manners to a program of spir- 
tual instruction that will eventually 
unlock the mysteries of the Holy 
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Grail—with which the Perceval/Par- 
sifal that we know is associated. 

On the whole the movie is faithful 
to its original, adapting it with an 
intelligence and taste that you will 
rarely see in a lifetime of moviego- 
ing. Rohmer has translated the 
poem into modern French verse. 
Instead of inventing dialogue, he 
has his characters simply speak 
the lines that describe their 
thoughts and actions. This seems 
entirely natural, and it creates at 
‘once an ease with and a distance 
from the original—an exactly right 
approach to something as inviting 
and as strange as a medieval nar- 
rative poem, Whatever isn't so 


them. | won't pretend that some of 
the pleasure | take in the movie 
doesn't come from at least a mini- 
mal prior awareness of its period 
and the art it deals with. But you 
don't need such a specific aware- 
ness. What you do need is a will- 
ingness to accept that a movie can 
make as much sense out of how it 
looks and sounds as it does out of 
the story it tells. 

But the story is often very 
moving—as in the attachment of 
Perceval for his beautiful lady 
Blanchtleur, whose lips and rosy 
cheeks he sees in blood-drop im- 
ages on the snow, or in the fate ot 
the girl in King Arthur's court who: 


down the complicated conscious- 
ness of the modern man. 
Several of Eric Rohmer's movies 
have up to now suffered from a de- 
gree of diffuseness, which is part 
of the very inaction that all their 
elegant conversation means to 
explore. My Night at Maud’s, 
Claire's Knee, Chioe in the 
Alternoon—naughty titles to the 
highly moral tales (always about 
the decision not to have sex) that 
have been his major projects so far. 
There isn't any consummated sex 
in Perceval either (he is always too 
naive or too busy rushing off on 
some new quest to take advantage 
of his opportunities), but there is a 


Eric Rohmer's Perceval: discovering the mysteries of the Holy Grail. 


spoken is sung by a group of sing- 
ers, with musicians, who literally 
accompany Perceval so as to re- 
count his adventures. No great 
hardship for them—the action 
never leaves a studio decorated 
with various backdrops painted In 
the style of manuscript illumination 
and with a forest landscape, con- 
structed out of artificial grass and 
stylized, eight-foot-tall, gleaming 
metallic trees. 

A lot of this suggests historical 
reconstruction (art-historical— 
Rohmer doesn't try to show you the 
misery of the Middle Ages), a re- 
construction that extends to the 
costumes and even to the charac- 
teristic gestures and physical at- 
titudes of the people who wear 


laughs at the appearance of Per- 
ceval and is therefore slapped by 
the ilktempered Sir Kay. Perceval 
‘swears to avenge the insult given 
her and finally does, after a long 
time, and then in an instant he 
turns from her to undertake new 
adventures. Chrétien passes over 
this with a mere account of what 
happens, but Rohmer understands 
it both as an aspect of Perceval's 
character and as an emotional 
crisis for the girl who loses her 
knightat the very moment of seem- 
ing to win him. So the psychology 
of the twentieth century ap- 
proaches the narrative bluntness 
of the twelfth, and the contact is 
mutually fruitful, enriching the old 
tale and at the same time paring 


more open sexuality, a part of the 
general physicality that the story 
offers to match the intelligence the 
director brings to his material. 
Perceval has half a dozen 
ravishingly beautiful young women 
(not counting extras and the ladies 
of the chorus)—better than par, 
‘even for an Eric Rohmer film. What 
they're doing there, as they trans- 
form the aggressive impulses of 
their violent men into a system of 
values, is in large measure what 
Perceval is all about. For the 
movie's audience, perhaps, these 
women can perform a similar ser- 
vice, In any event, they are among 
the glories of one of the most chal- 
lenging entertainments you can 
see this year—Roger Greenspun 


UNREELING LIVES 


here is a legion of Hol- 

ER lywood stars who resort 
to periodic face-lifts in 
order to recapture the past; others 
simply retire to write their memoirs. 
One route involves forking up small 
fortunes to avoid wrinkles, while 
the latter takes the wrinkle out of 
sagging fortunes. Either way, it re- 
quires months for the scars to heal. 
This season's hot Hollywood 
book is a piece of pulp entitled 
Mommie Dearest (Morrow, 
$9.95), by Christina Crawford. No 
‘one has done so much for mothers 
since Norman Bates donned a 
shawl and went off with a butcher 
knife in search of the showers. The 
“mommy” is, of course, Joan 
Crawford, who was purported to 
have been the model on which 
Bette Davis's role in Whatever 
Happened to Baby Jane was 
based. Her daughter, Christina, 
tells all with unabashed melo- 
drama: the child abuse that the 
Pepsi-Cola heiress lavished on her 
four children, the night raids on 
their bedroom, the instances dur- 
ing which she chained her son to 
the bed until he behaved, the end- 
less photo sessions that showed 
the world what a wonderful mother 
she had become, Christina bares 
her fangs and bites down on the 
Crawford myth. The book suffers, 
however, from the same hereditary 
illness that plagues most family 
portraits: Christina is able to for- 
give her mother's cruelty as mis- 
guided love. But why not? The 
younger Crawford may have been 
cut out of her mother's will, but 
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she'll more than make up in royal- 
ties what she lost in love. Money 
has the ability to soften the blows. 

You might get the feeling you're 
reading about a totally different 
human being in Bob Thomas's 
Joan Crawford (Simon and 
Schuster, $10.95). There's nary a 
word devoted to the actress's men 
tal unbalance, only a hint of her 


hard-nosed glimpses into her rav- 
aged career. Her marriage to actor 
George Peppard reads like a chap- 
ter out of the Marquis de Sade's 
diary. The betrothal was the final 
part of a deal in which he forbade 
her to work. "You're not a failure as 
a human being, and you are not a 
fallure as a woman,” he theorized. 
“You are only a failure as an ac- 


ing the painfully personal and 
emotional account of the actor's 
sacrifice. What emerges from his 
intimate reflections on filming Ben 
Hur, El Cid, The Agony and the 
Ectasy, and thirty-three other films 
is more a triumph of will. Heston’s 
intelligence steered him through 
the Hollywood collision course 
without a scar, although in this 
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maternal incompetence. Journalist 
Thomas chooses instead to illumi- 
nate Crawford's inexhaustible en- 
ergy as a hardworking movie 
queen. Tracing her meager begin- 
nings as Lucille LaSueur in Texas, 
he probes the tragic love affairs, 
the self-induced anguish, the long 
fight to the top that she managed to 
pull off with a heavyweight’s 
punch. We see Joan Crawford the 
actress in a one-dimensional pose. 
This book, while an informative 
document of her career, must be 
tead as a companion piece to her 
daughter's impassioned exposé. 
Elizabeth Ashley's autobiog- 
raphy (written with collaborator 
Ross Firestone), Actress: Post- 
cards from the Road (Evans, 
$10.00), forecasts not a glimmer of 
emotional hope for our screen 
heroines. The book begins with her 
mental collapse at the age of twen- 
ty-three and charges right along to 
manic depression at the age of 
thirty-eight. In between all the 
pockets of suffering, Ashley offers 
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tress.” Peppard, however, was not 
the knight in armor he was cracked 
up to be. His drinking was unbear- 
able, and he humiliated her for no 
ulterior motive. She ultimately 
found herself forced to hold him at 
gunpoint during a dinner party to 
escape his clutches. 

Ashley also details her sordid 
relationship with writer Tom 
McGuane and her ill-fated first 
marriage to James Farentino, with 
whom she first experienced true 
love: "Any woman who wouldn't 
have opted for Farentino’s body 
would have had something the 
matter with her brain.” Itis an inter- 
esting hypothesis, but one that she 
disproves in nearly every chapter 
of the book. 

In previous roles, Chariton Hes- 
ton has parted the Red Sea, deliv- 
ered the Ten Commandments, and 
staved off a planet of erudite, En- 
glish-accented apes. In The Ac- 
tor's Life: Journals 1956 - 1976 
(Dutton, $12,95), Heston surpass- 
es his screen miracles by eschew- 


journal he occasionally stops to 
offer a few opinions on others who 
were unfortunate victims. The 
most amusing and, perhaps, 
gratifying part of the book is a 
self-evaluation of his journalistic 
hand, which he has included with 
candid hindsight and verve. 

Movie Stars, Real People, and 
Me (Delacorte, $9.95), by Josh Lo- 


gan, is a pathetically boring string 
of anecdotes pieced together by a 
man who was no more scintillating 
as a film director. For more excite- 
ment, one could even be induced 
to turn on a rerun of Lee Marvin in 
Paint Your Wagon 

While John Russell Taylor's au- 
thorized biography of Alfred Hitch 
cock, Hitch (Pantheon, $10.00), is 
a well-researched, readable ac- 
count of the Master of Suspense, 
little more of interest can be added 
to what the director himself di- 
vulged about his work in the pub- 
lished conversation with Frangois 
Truffaut in 1966, Taylor's book be- 
comes inescapably tedious in its 
evaluation of the director's films, 
and from Hitchcock's well- 
preserved privacy he eked outlittle 
color to add to this disappointingly 
black-and-white account. 

Donald Spoto’s Stanley 
Kramer: Film Maker (Putnam's, 
$12.95) is more succinctly a well- 
balanced narrative of the director's 
craft inasmuch as Kramer was a 
superb technician and a controver- 
sial personality. Spoto dissects 
Kramer's prowess with surgical 
precision. He analyzes his films 
through the social conscience of 
the country, touching on moral 
conviction (Inherit the Wind), re- 
tribution (Judgment at Nurem- 
berg), and vengeance (High 
Noon). Spoto's book is candid in its 
approach to Kramer's personal 
philosophies and does its utmost to 
Portray him as a complex, cantan- 
kerous, yet highly compassionate 
individual 
Unfortunately, the same cannot 
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be said of Edward Dmytryk, who 
has compiled his own account of 
what befell Hollywood during the 
House Un-American Activities 
Committee witch-hunt in the early 
1950s, In It’s a Hell of A Life but 
Not a Bad Living (Times, $9.95), 
the director of dozens upon dozens 
of bad 'B’ movies reduces his film 
‘experience to low-keyed, frayed 
vignettes about life behind the 
camera and behind the eight ball. 
Beginning with an interesting ap- 
prenticeship during the early days 
‘of Hollywood, Dmytryk moves all 
too rapidly onto his soapbox for 
political equity. Given more sub- 
stance and direction, it would be a 
worthy pitch, but here he merely 
diverts the reader's attention long 
enough to move to the next phase 
of his lackluster career, without in- 
Stilling the nuances of frustration 
and anger. Likewise, Dmytryk 
seems to feel he is treading on 
eggshells where other film per- 
sonalities are concerned and dis- 
creetly saves yolk after yolk to 
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avoid professional enmity, 

A theatrical reviewer once com- 
plained that not enough of the 
filmmaker's soul was evident on 
the screen. “Too often we are left 
without the artist's signature on his 
work, Itis not enough for us to have 
to ask: ‘Who is this person? What 
does he feel? Where does he go? 
What does he do?” Too many 
movie people, of course, wind up 
becoming autobiographers, vow- 
ing to convey a sense of talent 
through their memoirs. It could be 
their step toward posterity, but from 
the available evidence | wouldn't 
want to make a bet on it—Aobert 
Stephen Spitz 


iding purposefully down 
Fifty-second Street toward 
Broadway, his jacket collar 
turned up against the Manhattan 
wind, peppery hair straggling out 
from under the hat covering his 
balding dome, Joe Zawinul, forty- 
six years young, trim, and full of 
energy, seems perfectly at home. 
“It's gone, man,” he's saying about 
the most recent album by Weather 
Report, the group for which he 
composes, arranges, and plays a 
battery of electronic keyboards. 
“Richer, more orchestral, with 
more different approaches, And 
now that there's just four of us in 
the band, it really smokes. We went 
to Australia and Japan, and it was 
just incredible 

A svelte young lady recognizes 
Joe on the street, and he shifts 
gears in mid-sentence, gallantly 
throwing an arm around her waist. 
“Sure, | remember, . .."After a brief 
téte-a-téte she's gone, and Joe is 
back on the subject. 

The sudden shift and the aplomb 
with which he brings it off are typi- 
cal of Joe and typical of Weather 
Report, a band that has undergone 
al least one personnel change on 
each of its eight albums but which 
remains, indisputably, the freshest 
and most creative of all the jazz- 
rock or fusion bands. It's typical, 
too, that Joe should seem so at 
home on the street in New York, 
when in fact he was born and grew 
up in Vienna, Austria, and arrived 
in America only when he was in his 
late twenties. 

Maybe his casuainess has 


something to do with his American 
‘experiences. Soon after he arrived 
in the States, he landed a job with 
Dinah Washington, and then he 
spent almost a decade, 1961-70, 
as amember of Cannonball Adder- 
ley's band. He was not only the 
sole European in these groups but 
also the only white, and often their 
tours entailed playing for all-black 
audiences and staying in segre- 
gated accommodations. Zawinul’s 
way of talking includes elements of 
black English, musician's. slang, 
and European formality, all melded 
in an improbable but cohesive 
whole. Like Weather Report, 

The band actually began as long 
ago as 1959, when Zawinul, 
recently arrived from Europe, 
stopped in for breakfast at a small 
coffee shop near New York's Bird- 
land nightclub, There he met 
Wayne Shorter, a saxophonist from 
Newark. They hit it off and spent a 
few months playing together in 
Maynard Ferguson's big band be- 
fore going their separate ways, Joe 


to the Washington and Adderley 
groups, Wayne to Art Blakey's 
Jazz Messengers and then to the 
Miles Davis quintet. During the late 
sixties and early seventies, they 
were reunited in a series of record 
dates with Miles. Zawinul, who'd 
recorded some of the first jazz 
solos on electric piano while with 
Cannonball, composed the title 
tune for Miles’s album /n a Silent 
Way, @ groundbreaking work that 
fused jazz improvisation with some 
electronic instrumentation and 
rhythmic ideas from rock, He sub- 
sequently played on Davis's 
Bitches Brew, Live/Evil, and Big 
Fun sessions, along with Shorter, 
and the two musicians found they 
were still thinking along similar 
lines. 

In 1970 Zawinul and Shorter put 
together the first edition of Weather 
Report, joined by the remarkable 
young Czech bassist Miroslav Vit- 
ous, the Brazilian percussionist 
and fellow Miles alumnus Airto, 
and drummer Alphonse Mouzon. 


Joe Zawinul: elaborate electronic overlays. 


49 


= 
a 
a 
8 
2 
2 


Columbia Records, which had en- 
joyed unprecedented success with 
Miles Davis's ventures into electric 
music, signed Weather Report with 
considerable fanfare. Clive Davis, 
then president of Columbia, even 
wrote a blurb for the album's back 
cover, saying in part that “music 
rarely achieves the stunning origi- 
nality and expressiveness com- 
municated throughout this album.” 
Zawinul was more direct. “The 
music,” he said, “is a sound track 
for your imagination and head.” 

But Weather Report wasn’t an 
overnight sensation. To many lis- 
teners the music seemed strange, 
glassy, forbidding. The second 
Weather Report album, / Sing the 
Body Electric (\972), was a hit with 
critics, who noted that Zawinul's 
complex, multi-part compositions 
and the group's accomplished 
blending of electric and acoustic 
instrumentation were leading the 
field in contemporary music. Still, 
Weather Report built its popular 
success gradually over the course 
of the next few albums. Although 
the band was originally seen as 
something of a cooperative unit, it 
became evident, as drummers and 
percussionists came and went and 
even bassist Vitous left, that 
Weather Report was basically Joe 
and Wayne. Then came the addi- 
tion of another strong creative 
force: bassist Jaco Pastorius, who 
joined in time for the 1976 LP Black 
Market and who is now coproduc- 
ing the band's records with 
Zawinul. Drummer Peter Erskine 
completes the present lineup. 

In 1977 Weather Report scored 
commercially with the release of 
Heavy Weather, a gold album. Its 
most recent album, Mr. Gone, has 
duplicated Heavy Weather's suc- 
cess, and the group has completed 
its most extensive and successful 
world tour, Now the individual 
musicians are settling down to solo 
projects before beginning work on 
a Weather Report album for 1979. 

Important as Pastorius’s youth- 
ful energy has been—he calls his 
music “punk jazz” and plays the 
electric bass as aggressively as a 
lead guitarist—Weather Report is 
still dominated by the unique sym- 
biosis between Zawinul and 
Shorter. In many ways they seem 
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opposites. Joe is verbal, outspo- 
ken, a mixer, while Wayne is more 
introverted. Musically, however, 
these roles are reversed, with Joe 
subsuming his solo lines ina mesh 
of orchestral-sounding keyboard 
parts, while Wayne's saxophone 
solos are crisply declarative. As 
composers, the two couldn't be 


Weather Report 


though solo improvisations are 
now a more integral part of the 
group's presentation, Weather 
Report still relies on a blend. The 
musicians’ collective explorations 
could become esoteric, but they 
are usually anchored by insistently 
earthy rhythms. “The rhythmic ap- 
proach Weather Report has used 


are especially effective on Mr. 
Gone as foils for Zawinul’s elabo- 
rate electronic overlays, “side two 
is straight ahead. That's what we 
felt. We felt like, Let's not get funny 
with a whole lot of orchestration, a 
whole lot of overbearing rhythms, a 
whole lot of storytelling. We finally 
got It down to having side one and 


That's what jazz is ali about. Motion, emotion, improvisation.” 


more distinctive or more dissimilar. 

But Zawinul has a particular flair 
for arranging, and itis his layerings 
of electronic and acoustic sounds 
that make Weather Report's al- 
bums and in-person performances 
unique. He is the only jazz musi- 
cian working with electronic gear 
who can be compared with Duke 
Ellington or Gil Evans in command 
of tone colors and taste in blending 
them. He delights in the unex- 
pected. His backgrounds keep 
leaping into the foreground, while 
his lead lines spin off out of reach. 
Often he presents the listener with 
the equivalent of a color snapshot 
in which everything is in focus— 
burbling synthesizers out front, a 
wall of organ chords in the mid- 
range, and mysterious mutterings 
off in the distance. 

During Weather Report's early 
days, Zawinul used to say, “We al- 
ways solo, and we never solo.” Al- 


is more driving, more a forward mo- 
tion than the rhythms | used to play 
with Cannonball,” says Zawinul. “I 
think the rock age has affected us 
very positively. We're coming from 
jazz—there is still a lot of improvi- 
sation—but the music is more 
powerful rhythmically. But actually 
that's what jazz is all about: motion, 
emotion, improvisation.” 

For a while, in the mid-seventies, 
Weather Report seemed intent on 
becoming a kind of superhip funk 
band. Mr. Gone is the group's most 
relaxed album yet, as the rhythms. 
indicate. Several tunes on side two 
have a lilting, straight-ahead swing 
to them. On the title tune, Zawinul 
takes some overtly electronic 
sounds and makes them swing, in 
a traditional jazz sense, by laying 
them in right over Pastorius's pro- 
pulsive walking bass. “Yeah,” says 
‘Shorter, whose pungent tenor and 
soprano saxophone punctuations 


side two related like your left hand 
and right hand.” 

The only thing about Weather Re- 
Port that seems to bother the jazz 
critics is that Shorter hasn't as- 
sumed a more prominent role. He 
is one of the most original and dev- 
astating saxophone soloists in 
contemporary jazz—as he proved 
again last year, when he toured 
with Herbie Hancock's all-star 
VS.0.P. quintet-—and on Weather 
Report albums he just doesn't get 
that much solo space. But both 
Shorter and Zawinul see them- 
selves as composers; their impro- 
visations usually take a backseat 
to the demands of the composition 
at hand. And how can one really 
argue with music as rich, balanced, 
and mature as the music on Mr. 
Gone? You have to agree with 
Wayne's assessment, delivered in 
a calm, even tone of voice: 
bad.'—Robert Palmer Oa 
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THE NEW POPULISM 
MAKING DEMOCRACY WORK 


American voters 
now insist on deciding the issues at 
home—not in Washington. 


BY KARL HESS 


the old labels (liberal, conservative, Democrat, Republican) so much rhetorical 

garbage. There has never been a more crucial moment for American govern- 
ment. Civil War battles were fought to determine whether the states or the federal 
government would have the final say. But a new battle, a war that is civil in every sense, 
is being fought to decide whether the American people or authorized officials can 
make political decisions. 

You may not have noticed it, because those bureaucrats and congressmen and the 
small, powerful groups that benefit from their antidemocratic rule want to keep you 
ignorant of the spreading revolt. But some journalists have noticed, and many of them 
are scared to death of the possibility of a real working democracy. Here are a few of 
their complaints: 


S omething new is happening in American politics—something that has made all 


The problems of governance in the United States today stem from an excess of 
democracy.—‘The Crisis in Democracy,” report of The Trilateral Commission, the 
group, chaired by David Rockefeller, that has provided the intellectual policy and 
personnel for the Carter administration 

Why this impatience? Why the pressure to dispense with delegated authority and 
dip into the dubious pleasures of direct, plebiscitary democracy? ... We have come to 
esteem ourselves so highly as individuals that we are unwilling to accept anyone as our 
delegate. ... The impulse is to brush aside those intermediaries and take power back 
into our own hands. ...—Syndicated columnist David Broder, recently voted by his 
colleagues as the most respected columnist in Washington 

But "the people” are not supposed to govern; they are not supposed to decide 
issues. They are supposed to decide who will decide, —George Will, Pulitzer Prize- 
winning columnist 

In a pure democracy everyone votes on everything, mob rule, Ours was intended to 
be a republic, where we would elect our most capable men to make decisions in our 
behalf.—Paul Harvey, syndicated conservative columnist and radio commentator 

The world is out of joint, and democracy may not be the thing to setit right... . Itisa 
happy coincidence that Solzhenitsyn at Harvard and Kissinger in Buenos Aires (only 
a week apart) told us that men needed authoritarianism to live by as well as free- 
dom, ...—Holmes Alexander, syndicated columnist 


The question being asked is, Who should vote? Not just who should vote for offi- 
cials—which was the basic question of the so-called civil-rights activism period—but 
who should vote on anything. 
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The event that symbolizes this funda- 
mental question is the revolt of taxpay- 
ers—and particularly those who voted, 
through Proposition 13, in California, to limit 
property taxes. 

The threat of that victory, which terrifies 
the entrenched power groups and their 
friends, is the idea that voters can directly 
decide issues—in short, the whole idea of 
democracy. The revolt against taxes, for 
example, started with the circulation of a 
petition to place a tax-limitation proposition 
onthe ballot. And 1.2 million people signed 
the petition, 700,000 more than was 
needed, The proposition went onto the bal- 
lot and won, overwhelmingly, by 4 2 million 
to 2.3 million votes. 

The contrast with traditional politics is 
vivid. Under the system that most profes- 
sional politicians and professional political 
observers prefer, the people would have 
voted for a candidate who had pledged 
either to seek tax-limitation legislation or to 
oppose it. Then, in the state legislature, the 
winning candidates would debate and 
then vote. The majority of people in the 
legislature , not the majority of people in the 
state, would decide that issue and every 
other issue. 

The process by which people vote direct- 
lyonissues has been termed populism, But 
historically populism was a political move- 
ment in this country that united farmers, 
industrial workers, and small businessmen 
to vote for candidates who would use the 
power of government to represent their in- 
terests against the vested interests of Wall 
Street, the big banks, the big businesses, 
and even the big unions. 

The new populism cuts much deeper. It 
does not seek to use the power of govern- 
ment; it seeks to replace the power of gov- 
ernment. 

Not even the tax revolt itself is so deeply 
challenging to established power as is the 
new populism. Tax revolts, no matter how 
sharply they slice government spending, 
leave professional bureaucrats and politi- 
cians with a heavy weapon: the threat that 
the order and the services which many 
have come to regard as the hallmarks of 
civilized society will wither away. (An in- 
scription on the Internal Revenue Service 
building in Washington modestly claims 
that taxes are the price we pay for civiliza- 
tion.) The new populism is another revolt 
altogether. It does not intend to leave pro- 
fessional politicians and bureaucrats with 
any weapons at all. Its goal is to make it 
possible for American citizens directly to 
propose and to vote on legislation without 
going through channels or red tape. 
People want to do more than cul taxes. 
They want to do more than curtail govern- 
ment itself. They want to be the govern- 
ment. 

This is not fantasy or wishful thinking 
Here aré some recent examples of the New 
Populism in addition to the California tax 
‘revolt: 

Twenty-two states and the District of 
Columbia now permit direct legislation by 
voters. 
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© More than 100 cities now permit direct 
legislation by voters. 

© Thirty states permit direct popular 
votes for repealing existing laws. 

e Thirteen states permit direct popular 
votes for recalling elected officials. 

e Five U.S. senators and twenty-five 
congressmen are cosponsoring legislation 
that will make possible a national initiative 
in which petitions signed by the equivalent 
of 3 percent of the people voting in the last 
election would put national legislation di- 
rectly before the citizens. Based on the 
1976 vote by 79.6 million Americans, that 
would mean that only 2.4 million of us are 
needed to put a law on the ballot so that all 
of us could vote on it 

¢ A Gallup Poll last May showed that 
Americans, by a 57-to-21 percent majority, 
favor the idea of direct democracy— 
having the right to propose and then vole 
directly on laws. 

* More than 1,200 legislative issues 
have been decided by direct vote in juris- 


e 


People want to do 
more than curtail 
government itself—they 
want to be 
the government. 
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dictions that permit it. 

© On the same day that Proposition 13 
was passed in California, people in Ohio 
voted directly on new money for public 
schools in 139 jurisdictions. They turned 
down eighty-six of the requests in a not- 
so-subtle public comment on the function 
of educational "specialists," who have for 
so long considered themselves exempted 
from public pressure because of profes- 
sional privilege. Ohio voters are obviously 
making a case for citizen privilege. 

© Twenty-three state legislalures are now 
considering a call for a national constitu- 
tional convention. Technically, the conven- 
tion would consider an amendment to 
make the federal government operate on a 
balanced budget. Actually, because the 
Constitution itself is so vague about the 
power of such a convention, it might turn 
into a wide-open forum for the new 
populism. 

® Outside of the formal political arena, 
the spirit of the new populism can be seen 
in such rank-and-file challenges to union 
bureaucracy as the 6,400-member reform 
movement inside the Teamsters. 

* Agrowing neighborhood movement in 
which local people seek to gain control of 


just a few square blocks of turf has already 
provided the base for such national opera- 
tions as an Alliance of Neighborhood Gov- 
ernments, which is headquartered in 
Washington, D.C. Commenting on this 
movement, which also is a clear reflection 
of the new populism, a Washington Post 
article said: “What the city experiences 
suggest is that the genie of popular partic- 
ipation, let out of the bottle in the 1960s, 
when neighborhoods first wrung recogni- 
tion from reluctant city halls, has now be- 
come a strong, national force, Like faith or 
patriotism, it's not quantifiable; no one 
knows its limits. But the evidence is already 
clear that, in place after place, it is making 
a difference.” 

© Even in the area most removed from 
popular participation, the law, there is a 
surge toward democracy that has caused 
horrified reactions from advocates of cen- 
tral authority. The conservative U.S. News 
and World Report, which strongly advo- 
cates “law-and-order" central authority 
over individual citizens but not over corpo- 
rations, ran an article about grand juries 
“getting out of line.” One complaint was. 
that these “citizen” panels, which are “nor- 
mally made up of twenty-three persons 
without special skills in the law,” are easily 
led by eager prosecutors to bring charges 
willy-nilly. Although grand juries have for 
years undoubtedly been used to harass 
the politically unpopular, in many. jurisdic- 
tions they are now functioning with a di- 
mension of perhaps deeper concern: in- 
dictments of corporate activity. But beyond 
the manipulation of grand juries by prose- 
cutors, there is a populist facet that could 
give established authorities more trouble 
than anything else could. Grand juries, lit- 
erally, are popular investigative bodies. The 
jurors themselves, not just the prosecutor, 
can launch probes. And people generally, 
not just the powerful, can bring matters 
directly to the attention of the grand jury. 

In short, the new populism has terrified 
almost every representative of established 
power in this country. 

For a time it was not taken so seriously. 
The word populist has been used to de- 
scribe certain political candidates for 
years, usually referring to an outsider wag- 
ing war against the Establishment. 

But the candidates characterized as 
populist prior to Proposition 13 all promised 
to use government in a certain way— 
usually on behalf of the middle class or 
consumers and against banks or big busi- 
ness. 

With the explosion of Proposition 13 and 
with a serious attempt to extend popular or 
direct democracy throughout the nation, a 
very different point was being made: that 
populism could mean replacing traditional 
representative government with at least 
some portion of direct or participatory de- 
mocracy. What the new populism envi- 
sions, and what scares the Establishment, 
is the bypassing entirely of professional, 
politics, The new populism, unlike ordinary 
reform movements, does not seek to refine 
or reform government processes. It seeks 
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to replace them with the direct power of the 
citizens of the United States to debate and 
determine crucial political issues. This 
power would be used not to determine polit- 
ical personality, but to determine politics 
itself; not to determine legislators but to 
determine legislation. 

Actually, although it is certainly revolu- 
tionary, it isn't new at all. The New England 
town meetings that many historians saw as 
the purest democracy since Athens are 
examples of the direct democracy that the 
new populists propose. Throughout our his- 
tory and throughout European history the 
struggle between the idea of general politi- 
Gal responsibility and of particular political 
representation has been crucial. 

During the formative years of America’s 
revolution, Thomas Jefferson and Thomas 
Paine, among others, stood for the notion of 
local democracy and maximum popular 
Participation in political decisions. But ad- 
vocates of more central authority, such as 
Alexander Hamilton, prevailed 

The new populism can also affect the 
way people want to organize their lives, not 
just their politics. 

Despite the fairly unshakable notion that 
there are only two basic ways to organize 
our working lives—capitalist or socialist— 
the third way of the new populism has been 
a successful alternative in many places for 
many years. 

Many successful plywood-manufactur- 
ing plants in the American Northwest have 


been owned and managed by their work- 
ers for more than a generation, since work- 
ers bought them up rather than have them 
close during the depression years. Typi- 
Cally, all workers in the plant, from president 
to sweeper, receive the same pay, and all 
vote on major expenditures of company 
money. 

Worker-management experiments and 
experiences are fairly uniform in one re- 
spect: production goes up, quality goes 
up, and worker satisfaction goes up 
Nevertheless, many major American tests 
of the process by large corporations have 
been discontinued because of one funda- 
mental problem: industrial democracy 
challenges management prerogatives just 
as deeply as town-meeting democracy 
challenges professional politica privilege. 

For instance, at such outstandingly in- 
novative companies as Texas Instruments 
and Hewlett-Packard, relatively small, ad- 
vanced technology work units are given 
great latitude in what could be called self- 
government, and it works. On the other 
hand, at dinosaur-sized corporations like 
IBM experiments with worker democracy 
have been swept aside in favor of more 
traditional management methods, The re- 
sult is that enterprises like IBM get by these 
days on sheer weight of accumulated as- 
sets and markets while true technological 
and productive innovation takes place in 
the smaller companies where work-unit 
self-government, if not real workplace de- 


“Word is he gives great buried head!” 
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mocracy, is more the rule 

(A striking example of the contrast be- 
tween smaller, freewheeling production 
units and larger, management-heavy busi- 
nesses is the fact that the most powerful 
computer in the world today, the Cray I, is 
produced by the designer, Seymour Cray, 
and about fifty of his neighbors in a barn in 
rural Chippewa Falls, Wis. Cray, one of the 
world's foremost computer designers, had 
previously been associated with and 
helped launch companies, such as Control 
Data, that today are giants in the field. Yet 
he frankly says that new machines simply 
can't be designed for old companies. They 
have too much of a vested interest in the 
status quo. He also says that money is the 
means, but not the reason, for doing the 
sort of hard, innovative work that he does. 
The reason is that he enjoys it.) 

Just as the most crucial political question 
for the next few years may be how deeply 
the new populism changes the social pro- 
cess, the most crucial business question 
may be how deeply it changes the con- 
sciousness of engineers, craftsmen, 
skilled workers, and others who might 
question whether professional managers 
should make all of the decisions affecting 
their professional lives. 

Looking at most professional politicians 
as just legislative versions of professional 
managers, the new populists, of course, 
answer no. People should generally have a 
direct voice when vital issues are con- 
cerned or when the professionals, seeking 
not to rock the boat, actually miss it. Tax 
cutting is just an example. It took people 
everywhere to get that going. Politicians 
everywhere, by and large, had dodged the 
issue, proposing reforms here and there 
(such as Richard Nixon's tax-sharing deals 
with the fifty states) but not lightening the 
tax burden a bit. Popular action is now 
shaking it up and off. 

Of the new populism's many manifesta- 
tions, none is sharper or causing more 
long-range shudders of fear among pro- 
fessional politicians and their friends than 
the idea of what could be called a nation- 
wide Proposition 13: a national initiative in 
which voters could put issues to a bal- 
lot—not just tax issues but every kind of 
issue, from land distribution to the prolec- 
tion or rejection of endangered species, 
from defense policy to energy policy. 

In keeping with the spirit of this demo- 
cratic participation, the very legislation that 
could enable a national initiative came 
about through the grass-roots work of ordi- 
nary citizens, beginning with an unlikely 
cause called S.0,S, (Stamp Out Smog), an 
environmentalist group in Los Angeles. By 
1976 members of S,0.S, knew that orga- 
nized environmentalism was headed 
nowhere. Problems of pollution, they 
realized, are intertwined with every part of 
our life—with jobs, with profits, with hous- 
ing patterns, with road networks. It came to 
their attention that two students, one from 
California Polytechnic, the other from 
Michigan State, had been roaming the 
countryside in an old Dodge van, promot- 
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ing the idea of voting directly on national 
issues. This notion fitted the enlarging 
S.OS. idea of intertwined problems. So 
Roger Teleschow, the student from Poly- 
tech, and John Forster, from Michigan, 
were offered small salaries by $.0.S. to 
roam the nation, drumming up support for a 
national initiative 

Within a year the van and the organizers 
had made it all the way to Washington, D.C. 
There they drafted (on napkins, scrap 
paper, and old letterneads) an idea of what 
national-initiative legislation would look 
like, After a month of knocking on legisia- 
tive doors, they got to Kevin Murray, an aide 
to Sen. James Abourezk of South Dakota. 
Within another month, thanks to Kevin, they 
saw the senator. 

A Washington Post story recorded his 
reaction: "| didn't need any convincing on 
the issue.... | got my start in politics with 
an initiative campaign in South Dakota.” 

On July 11, 201 years and seven days 
after the signing of the American Declara- 
tion of Independence, Senator Abourezk, 
with the cosponsorship of the senior 
senator from Oregon, Mark Hatfield, intro- 
duced Senate Joint Resolution 67, “a joint 
resolution proposing an amendment to the 
Constitution of the United States with re- 
spect to the proposal and the enactment of 
laws by popular vote of the people of the 
United States.” 

As Abourezk summarized the provisions 
of the proposal. 


“Section 1.—The people shall have the 
power to enact laws with the exception of 
the power to declare war and the power to 
call forth the militia. This article does not 
give the people the power to amend the 
Constitution. [That would still have to be 
done by ratification of three-fourths of the 
state legislatures or by a constitutional 
convention called just for that purpose. | 

"Section 2.—In order to qualify a pro- 
posed law for the ballot, signatures must be 
gathered on a national level, equal in 
number to 3 percent of the ballots cas! in 
the last presidential election, including sig- 
natures from ten states equal in number to 
3 percent of the ballots cast in the last 
presidential election in each of the ten 
states. 

The signatures must be gathered in an 
eighteen-month time period. 

ke the proposed law will be placed on 
the ballot at the next general election oc- 
curring at least 120 days after the signa- 
tures have been certified 

“Section 3.—Any law enacted by the 
people will be considered the same as any 
other law passed by Congress and signed 
by the president. 

The immediate reaction was surprising 
all around. First. Abourezk got far more ap- 
proving mail than he had ever anticipated. 
Second, the idea drew more heavy editorial 
fire than anyone had anticipated. But three 
more senators and twenty-five con- 
gressmen stepped up to cosponsor the bill 


Je 


“If you nice people don't want to buy 
any matches, how about a ménage a trois?” 
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The next project for the new populists is 
building up grass roots, state-level support 
for the amendment. Six states recently 
have begun the process of making it pos- 
sible for their citizens to vote directly on 
slate issues. They are fertile field for sup- 
port. And, of course, the twenty-three 
states that already have initiative provisions 
in their constitutions are equally fertile 
fields for growing support of a national ver- 
sion of the same thing, Together, those 
states would need only the support of ten 
other states to tack the initiative onto the 
U.S. Constitution 

In the meantime, the two ordinary cit) 
zens who did so much to get il all started 
are rolling again. This time, though, John 
and Roger have stepped up from their old 
van to a 1965 Chevy schoo! bus. (If you are 
interested in seeing them in your part of the 
country, just write to them at Initiative 
America, 606 Third Street, N,W, Washing- 
ton, D.C, 20001.) 

Senator Abourezk’s legislative partner in 
the proposal, Mark Hatfield of Oregon, has 
some additional legislation that hits hard at 
the monopoly of power by big government. 

A handsome, superstraight Republican, 
Hatfield is always a dark-horse favorite on 
everyone's list of presidential candidates. 
He votes fairly regularly with the moderate 
Republican position, favoring many do- 
good programs that horrify his harder-line 
colleagues. He has even voted for a good 
share of the increased federal taxation that 
galls so many. He does not have a far-out 
voting record, in short. 

But now Mark Hatfield proposed, quietly 
and without fanfare, that the federal gov- 
ernment be dissolved 

Hatfield's proposal is called The Neigh- 
borhood Powers Act. Under it taxpayers 
would be able to withhold up to 80 percent 
of their federal tax obligations each year 
and would put it into a neighborhood cor- 
poration designed to provide local ser- 
vices. It js one of those proposals that are 
sheer political dynamite. Who would pay 
money to a distant bureaucracy—which is 
widely detested anyway—when they could 
keep most of it at home? 

{tis perfect new populist legislation. Hat- 
field is well equipped to carry on the Initia- 
tive America fight even after Senator 
Abourezk's resignation trom politics in 
1978—a resignation he announced in 
keeping with his new populist conviction 
that getting back to work in the real world is 
more important than hanging out forever in 
the Senate of the United States. 


These are the major objections to direct 
democracy: 

(1) It would lead to mob rule. 

(2) People cannot understand complex 
issues and therefore should not vote direct- 
ly on them. 

(3) Special interests would use the initia- 
tive to feather their own nests. 

(4) The people who would vote are prob- 
ably the better educated, middle-class 
People who could not be depended upon 
to be considerate of the interests of the truly 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 128 
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"Will | ever get to know the dark side, Harry?” 
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The tough Thirties: you do what you can to get by. She used her body like a cash 
register—springing open for big-time bread, She'd struck it rich with a smile. | 
use a Colt 38. The night is as dark as a devil's dingleberry; | crouch by the road- 
side, waiting. The limo's headlights pave my way. | jump for the running board and 
bark my orders down the barrel of my friendly persuader. Tying up her husband 
and his monkey-suited chauffeur, | wave them a long good-bye. Nowit’s my turn, | 
grab the wheel—and the dame. Her look is wild and wolfish. Her nipples are 
hard, ready, and lethal as triggers. My goddamn fingers are raring to go 
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Like something | once saw in a dr >p legs—the kind you'd 
shinny up like Jac! sanstalk, looking for a giant surprise. Her ebony e 


red but taunting; they spit out sparks like flint against rock, By the time we 
each my hideout, I've become a hardened criminal . . . | place a fast call to her 
wilted, robber-baron spouse a and a cool hundred ‘G's’ in ransom, "Don't 


touch a hair on her head!” he screams, which gives me plenty of leeway. | cro 
the room, gun in hand. Her lips are like her thighs: damp, and parted enough to 
mean yes. “Trouble is my business,” | grin. “And now I'm getting down to yours 


@/ tattoo her 
thighs with scratch 
marks; shi 

crimson tra 

down my back.® 


@Her nipples are hard, ready, and lethal as triggers. My goddamn fingers are raring to go... 


She tries to push me away; I've been pushed as hard by a kitten. She whimpers 
like she needs what | have to offer. Like most of those bird-in-a-gilded-cage 
types, the lady hasn't warbled in years. A socially upright husband ain't necessar- 
ily the same as a sociable, upright member ... She and | are two of a kind 
hustlers—and definite comers. | tattoo her thighs with scratch marks; she blazes 
a crimson trail down my back. She can certainly make the best of an awkward 
position, and her tongue can propel a steamboat 


“Farewell, my lovely,” | 
murmur when her mouth 
pulls away from my groin 
But soon we'll be at it 

ain. That first taste of 
outlawed lust has given the 
dame an... appetite. The 
money comes f. ike 
we do—and in overwhelm: 
ing abundance. | make the 
pickup on Noon Street. The 
briefcase is stuffed, and 
like the gallant soldier of 


my brand of the big sleep 
has her hooked. She asks 
> my moll. Refusing an 
like that is no way to 


treat alady...O+—_ 


The sexual urge is overpowering in the cold, 
blue light of television. 


HUMOR BY NICK TOSCHES 


y first wife suffered dearly from the knowledge, 
revealed by her mother in one of their wars of 
ique, that she had been conceived during a 
lesser episode of “The Goldbergs." The mother spoke this 
revelation in the manner of an actress who aspired to 
Shakespeare but had not yet mastered her aitches. “! just 
lay there, looking over his shoulder,” she said, gesturing 
with a buck of her jaw to the kitchen, where her mate 
labored, unhearing and estranged, at a large fragment of 
leftover veal. "Molly Goldberg and Uncle David were bitch- 
ing about the cost of living, It wasn’t such a good show, but 
still it was better than. She gestured again toward the 
kitchen. “That was the night. A mother knows. A few weeks 
later the Philco conked out, and we bought a Zenith.” 
Then, in a spectral voice, like the crinoline rustling of a 
long-closeted trousseau, she intoned, “Yoo-hoo, Mis- 
sus Bloom,” 

Television is the modern ineluctable, and all of us who 
grew up under its sway will forever bear its mark. "Andy's 
Gang" is like the Mafia: once you're in, you can’t get out 
Our ancestors fell asleep reading Yeats's elegy to him who 
hath slain great men; we fall asleep hearing Doc Severin 
sen's praise of Wayne Newton. 

Ifitts true, as we have been told by Sigmund Freud and 
Orson Bean, that childhood is the dominant factor in the 
development of sexual personality, it is also true that televi 
sion is the dominant factor in childhood The mistress of 
“Ding-Dong School” stoops to retrieve a wooden block, 
and your young eyes see it: a vision of the Grail—two 
fingers of thigh between the margins of skirt and stocking, 
a rapture beyond understanding or expression. Years 
pass. You grow wealthy, wed, sire creatures with strange, 
Nordic noses. But all is elusive, and there is emptiness. You 
sigh and survey the fading stain of your days with more 
truth than you can know: “There's never anything good on 
television anymore 

Speak to me not of Orpheus and Eurydice. In a letter 
dated September 9, 1977, the eminent author and tall 
person Thomas McGuane confessed to me his consuming 
love for Fran Allison of “Kukla, Fran, and Ollie’: “Fran has 
still never sweated or had the curse, and there are winter 
months here in Montana when | want her, need her.” (Mr. 


McGuane, one might add, is now working on his third 
marriage.) 

have known profound sexual enlightenment twice in my 
life. The first time was the occasion when Irish McCaliah, 
as “Sheena, Queen of the Jungle,” rolled her belly at my 
boyhood and gripped the vine that she knew and | knew 
was the ordained surrogate of my virgin cock, Clutching it 
she swung across the mighty river of fear, and in the taut 
curves of her legs was all that | or anyone would ever know. 
Many years later enlightenment came again, cruelly. when 
a stunt man in a Santa Monica bar informed me that Irish 
McCallah had never swung from the cock vine, and that | 
had in truth been worshiping the legs of Rati Gaona, a 
Mexican acrobal in a blonde wig. | have since known 
impotence and the sweating of the palm. May you grow old 
alone, Irish, and may tears of penance smear the mascara 
of your heinous vanity. | can forgive, but | can't forget 

As we grow to adulthood, or its reasonable facsimile, 
television stays with us, complementing our lives with 
drone and flicker. It strokes us and licks behind our ears 
and between our legs. A lithe, high-heeled creature 
salaciously fingers the erectile tissue of a washer-dryer on 
“The Price Is Right.” Her eyes emit sin and are the color of 
infidelity. Her lips part slowly, wet, glistening with—no, it 
couldn't be. Something in you rises like a waking lizard. Ina 
panty hose commercial, a young girl walks the street alone 
The camera follows the arhythm of her buttocks. She halts 
suddenly, grabs her ass, and hisses most lewdly into your 
ear, “It feels like I'm not wearin’ nothin'.” The lizard longs: 

Television sex can become an obsession. | know grown 
men who spend more time than might be deemed heaithy 
in debating the theory that, in real life, Bud Abbott fucked 
the coveted Miss Hillary, that indeed everyone, Mr. Fields 
included, fucked her—-everyone, that is, except the 
pained and lowly Costello. A different sort of obsession is 
that of High Times editor Dean Latimer, who told me, “I 
never try to. get laid on Friday night anymore. | save it all for 
the Saturday morning kiddie shows, | mean, Christ, ‘Magic 
Mongo, ‘Moray and Manta,’ Carole Ann Seflinger in '‘Won- 
der Bug.’ And—oh God—'sis.’ " (One might here make a 
mental note that Mr Latimer should under no circum- 
stances be allowed to tongue-bathe one’s daughter.) 
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The aphrodisiac powers of television are 
many and various. Seducer and voyeur, it is 
a tool of fantasy that enables any two con- 
senting viewers to enjoy sex a trois, Adul- 
terous legs entwine as the face of Starsky 
flutters and glows upon warm skin. A young 
Irish girl, straining and galloping toward her 
first, miraculous orgasm, convulses as De- 
teclive McGarrett screams, “Stop right 
there!" The pastel radiance of “Project 
U.FO." illuminates milady's breasts like lan- 
terns on the China sea. We fuck dog-style 
as "Wonder Woman" looks on with jealousy 
and stern desire. Canned laughter meets 
canned orgasms. You come into the mouth 
of your beloved, and Laverne de Fazio 
swallows it. An Ajax commercial fills the 
room with eerie light as you ejaculate within 
the penetralia of an execulive secretary 
who has twice reminded you that her name 
is hyphenated. Garner Ted Armstrong tells 
you to prepare for the weighing of your soul; 
you jack off into the night. Three men on 
horseback race toward you, waving rifles 
as your neighbor's wife guides your verti- 
cal-control knob into the alley of her up- 
wardly mobile soul. You come, but the tele- 
vision never does 

What follows is an imaginative, erotic fan- 
tasy, a satiric guide to sensual television 
viewing. The programs were chosen for 
their sexual content, both explicit and im- 
plied. Use this fictional guide creatively. But 
Stay away from Sally Field, or I'll cut your 
fucking throat. 


“Secrets of Isis" (CBS). Farrah Fawcett- 
Majors may sell a lot of posters, but no 
television actress has inspired more mas- 
turbatory worship than has Joanna Cam- 
eron, the star of “Isis.” It is difficult to say 
when grown men first became aware of 
“Isis,” but rest assured that the majority of 
her admirers do not eat Count Chocula for 
breakfast. When the demure school- 
teacher, faster than the teasing television 
eye allows us to see, sheds her horn- 
timmed glasses and tweed skirt, penises 
rise with equal speed to welcome the god- 
dess whose naked knees and heaving 
bosom are the emblems of love's solace. 
Cultists discuss with nervous tongues the 
1971 film B.S., / Love You, for in this movie 
Joanna Cameron is seen in various stages 
of undress and lust—wearing the same 
horn-rimmed glasses she wears in “Isis”! 
Clint Eastwood has said this of “Isis”: “I've 
been in love with her for years, She has the 
greatest legs in the world.” Believe it. 

“The Addams Family” (syndicated). All 
of us whose idea of foreplay is to have 
milady bathe in ice-cold water and then 
lie perfectly still in a dark room will find 
much of interest in Carolyn Jones as Mor 
ticia. Wear black and have her douche with 
frankincense. 

“Vega$” (ABC). Of all the new shows, this 
one strives hardest to be smutty. One 
episode featured a teenage whore who en- 
tertained her clients by doing a suggestive 
cheerleading routine in their hotel rooms. 


“Il don't think we should go up there, especially without a paddle! 
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Angie wants it. If you're a real man, you'll 
give it to her. 

“Three's Company” (ABC). Suzanne 
Somers and Joyce DeWitt portray two girls 
who share an apartment, sine coitu, witha 
young man, played by John Ritter (who is 
Tex Ritter's son and every bit as dull as fate, 
by this edict, seems to have intended). The 
landlord, we are led to believe, can't get it 
up for his wife, who never lets him forget it. 
Every single move Chrissy makes seems to 
be a weak attempt to keep telltale semen 
from dripping down her leg. But whose se- 
men? 

“The Flying Nun" (syndicated). The 
image of a nun who soars through the air is 
so flush with psychosexual implications 
that | am surprised that no enema- 
enthralled reader of The Psychoanalytic 
Review has yet modestly offered for publi- 
cation “The Sister Bertrille Syndrome: A 
Note on Orgasm Displacement.” Behold 
the face of Sally Field as her habit flaps and 
flutters through the Puerto Rican skies of 
Christian guilt. It is the face of a woman 
within whom probes the Holy Ghost—the 
Holy Ghost and |. 

“Hawaii Five-O" (CBS). This venerable 
Jack Lord series is the best S&M show on 
television. Although it's been toned down in 
recent years, “Hawaii Five-O" is still loaded 
with tough-edited rape, bondage, torture, 
amputation, and abstract cruelty. The 
words “Book him, Danno—murder one" 
shall live forever. 

“Gilligan’s Island” (syndicated). You can 
stop wondering about who fucked whom 
on the island, because here's what went 
Gown: Mrs. Howell fucked Mr. Howell and 
the Skipper. Mary Ann fucked the Profes- 
sor Ginger fucked Gilligan (although, to 
her chagrin, he was inclined toward neither 
fellatio nor cunnilingus). The affection that 
Gilligan and the Skipper lavished upon one 
another adds further possibilities. | also 
contend that if the show had not been can- 
celed, Mr. Howell would have fucked the 
impressionable Mary Ann. 

“Charlie's Angels” (ABC). Here you will 
find KGB agents, cat burglars, paid assas- 
sins, and terrorists, but above all you will 
find hair. With or without Farrah Fawcett- 
Majors (who has returned for three 
episodes this season), “Charlie's Angels" 
is the hair fetishist’s vision of paradise. In 
addition to Farrah, the Aphrodite Kal- 
likomos of those whose craven and ill- 
wrought automobiles bear the names of 
noble beasts, there are Cheryl Ladd’s 
blonde, blown tossings, Kate Jackson's 
clipped Sapphic dactyl, and Jaclyn 
Smith's curls like the turning colors of a 
dream that shall know forgiveness neither 
here nor in that place where the Scope 
onion test is administered by Satan himself, 
Voyeurism is also an important part of the 
show, as these girlish bimbos are ordered 
about and lorded over by the unseen, all- 
seeing Charlie, an omnipotent masturbator 
whose voice cognoscenti will recognize as 
that of aman known to the Los Angeles vice 
Squad by the moniker “Bachelor Father.” 
He was last seen living in a household that 
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“Lam vitally interested in the future, because | am going to spend the rest of my life there.” 


“THERE IS A UNIVERSAL ARCHITECTURE OF 
INFINITE ELEGANCE AND LOGIC FROM 
WHICH ALL THINGS—ANIMATE AND 
INANIMATE—SEEM TO DERIVE” 


Its astonishing to think that the science fic- 
tion of your childhood is the science fact of 
today. Through the pages of OMNI you will 
probe the unfolding wonders of tomor 
rows world...and behold a breathtaking 
vision of the future. Youll discover: 


WHERE LIFE BEGAN—According to cos- 
mologist Fred Hoyle, life may not have 
originated on this or any other planet but in 
the vast dust clouds of interstellar space, 
Then how did we get here?—By comet, of 
course. 


THE FIRST STARSHIP—After 10,000 man- 
hours of study, the British Interplanetary So- 
ciely has completed Project Daedalus, a 
design plan for the first starship. Daedalus is 
 nuclearpowered probe that could be 
built early next century and then begin its 
50-year journey to the rnysterious planets 
orbiting Barnards Star. 


VISIONARY ARCHITECTURE—Underwater 
habitats, houses that change their size, 
shape, and color like living organisms, 
even buildings towering over 100 miles in 
the sky—these and more are the subject 
of OMNIs in-depth look at the architecture 
of the future. 


FUTURE FOODS—ired of Big Macs”? By the 
year 2000 you may be feasting on cot- 


So Visually Stunning... 
So Intellectually Exciting... 
So Extraordinary an Experience ... 
You Must See It For Yourselfi 
You Are Invited to 
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fonburgers, sauteed mealworms, Lake 
Chad Algae and Winged Bean Soup. And 
if one theory is correct, by 2050 you may 
not have fo eat at alll. 


THE FUTURE OF ANIMALS—While many, 
scientists are now looking at rman as an 
endangered species, a number of other 
animals are thriving, The coyote, the cock- 
roach, the beaver, and the baboon, it 
seems, may flourish long after we are 
gone. 


Plus...exclusive interviews with Thor Heyer 
dahl, EO. Wilson, Ted Taylor, and other vi- 


sionary thinkers ... Biology UFOs 
Oceanography ... Genetic Engineering 
Fusion ... Solar Power... The Future 
YOUR FUTURE! 


YES! Enclosed is $18 for 6, one-year (12 issues) introductory subscription to OMNI at the special 
Charter Rate—a savings of $6 under what others will pay al the newsstand at $2 an issue If! 
should ever become dissatisfied. | may write and receive a prompt and full cash refund on 
all undelivered issues 
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Payment Must Accompany Order 
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torture around the world, numerous reports 
have come out of Iran about prisoners who. 
were subjected to “weighted handcuffs, in- 
sertion of an electric cosh or bottle into the 
rectum, and ... an electric grill, which is 
then heated. The last method is alleged to 
have paralyzed some of those subjected to 
itso that they were unable to walk but could 
move about only by crawling on all fours.” 
Another of the shah's favorite techniques 
for making dissidents say that they love him 
is to have them beaten on the soles of their 
feet with rubber hoses, until their feet swell 
to the size of basketballs. 

Itis not easy to investigate these reports. 
When Amnesty International tried to, it in- 
variably found that “the alleged victims 
have been executed.” 

Although it is difficult to penetrate the 
heavily veiled apparatus of the Iranian se- 
cret police and the shah’s military storm 
troopers, bloody evidence of the régime's 
character does occasionally surface. 
Sometimes the shah’s egotism brings it to 
the surface. 

To achieve domestic control Pahlavi has 
outlawed freedom of the press and free- 
dom of speech. Journalists are licensed by. 
the Ministry of Information, and most of 
them write like licensees. Television and 
radio are run by the government. Writers 
who dare to be critical are dealt with swiftly. 
The shah admits that he executed two writ- 
ers, Khosrow Golsorkiti and laramat Dane- 
shian, and he has hinted that at least haifa 
dozen others have paid the same penalty 
for speaking their mind. One who did so 
and survived, but not easily, was Iran's 
most famous playwright, Gholamhossein 
Sa'edi. He was imprisoned for eleven 
months, during which time his jailers sub- 
jected him to electric shocks (Sa’edi is re- 
luctant to talk about how and where the 
electrodes were applied), pulled out his 
nails, banged his head against a wall, and 
hung him upside down by his feet. The 
shah’s men told him that they would end the 
torture and release him from prison if he 
would confess. "I said | didn’t know what to 
confess to,” Sa’edi has recalled, “and they 
said, ‘Just confess,’ | searched my mind to 
find something, and finally | said | aided 
Iraqi activities against Iran. That made 
them happy.” 

As for religion in Iran, it is marked not 
merely by the absence of freedom but also 
by the presence of intense strite and per- 
seculion, Ninety-eight percent of the popu- 
lation are Shi'ite Moslems. The shah views 
their leaders as his only serious rivals for 
power. Fourteen years ago he banished 
some of the top Mosiems, and since then 
his secret police and army have savagely 
suppressed every demonstration of reli- 
gious restiveness. Bul in the long run this 
may be the cause of the shah's downfall. In 
January 1977, after imposing martial law 
on Qom, a holy city ninety miles south of 
Tehran, police used tommy guns to slaugh- 
ter some members of a crowd of 5,000 
peaceful demonstrators. They had just 
emerged from a large mosque, where they 
were meeting to protest government- 
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sponsored newspaper stories that they felt 
had insulted one of their exiled religious 
leaders. Exactly how many demonstrators 
were killed—some say as many as 300— 
cannot be known, because police scooped 
up the bodies and dumped them al a 
quicksand site. 

The sand may have swallowed the dead, 
but not their cause. The Qom slaughter 
sparked the beginning of a year of strikes, 
riots, slowdowns, and marches by enemies 
of the shah—a group that now includes not 
only Moslem traditionalists but also 
thousands of students, a powerful mer- 
chant group known as the Bazaris, liberal 
politicians, and many members of the pro- 
fessional class. It is most ominous for the 
shah’s future that in recent months there 
have even been a few signs of defection 
among military officers, a group that, until 
1978, was presumed to be solidly loyal to 
the shah, Now their loyalty is not so certain. 

In June a general strike led by political 
dissidents shut down Tehran and three 
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The shah has responded 
to Iran's national 
crisis in his usual style: 
more than 1,000 
opponents have been killed 
in the last year. 
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other cities. In Tehran's huge Qasr prison, 
200 political prisoners staged a hunger 
strike, which inspired such a nalional wave 
of sympathy (including some fasting 
among students and intellectuals) that for a 
time some observers thought that the revo- 
lution might be at hand, 

The shah has responded to the national 
crisis in his usual style. More than 1,000 
opponents have been killed in the last year, 
Most of the deaths have been of the 
wholesale variety—police and troops firing 
into crowds. But there have also been some 
specific assassinations and attempted as- 
sassinations, such as the occasion when 
bombs were used to destroy the homes of 
three members of the Iranian Committee for 
Defense of Freedom and Human Rights 

The bloodiest retaliation occurred in 
Abadan, a major southwestern oi! town. 
The chief of police of Abadan was Gen. 
Reza Razmi—the same General Razmi 
who had been chief of police in Qom when. 
the Moslem protestors were slaughtered by 
machine gun fire. Now Razmi had another 
chore to perform for the shah in a different 
way. Next door to the police station is a 
movie house. One day in August the doors 
of the movie house were locked for “secu- 


rity purposes" because troublemakers were 
believed to be inside. A fire broke out 
Police did not call the fire department for 
half an hour. Six hundred people inside 
died. 

Anew wave of rioting followed this brutal- 
ity. By September the shah had imposed 
martial law in Tehran, where more than 
100,000 persons demonstrated, and in 
eleven other cities in order to control the 
broad-based attacks on his régime. Now 
there was serious talk about the possibility 
that the shah was losing control of the mili- 
tary. Now demonstrators were shouting 
sentiments—"Death to the shah!" “Burn 
him!"—that they would not have dared 
whisper a year earlier, William Branigan, 
who was reporting on the scene for the 
Washington Post, interpreted the new 
mood as meaning that “the only solution to 
the problem is that the shah must go." 

But Pahlavi still believed himself impreg- 
nable. “Nobody,” he said, “can overthrow 
me. | have the support of 700,000 troops, 
all the workers, and most of the people. .. .| 
have the power." 

But he has not always had the power. It 
was a gift that he received years ago trom 
the giver of so many of the world's black 
gifts, the CIA. The shah is in fact the ClA's 
creation, rebuilt at the bidding of the major 
oil companies. 

\t happened like this. The shah’s father, a 
man of massive physique and a towering 
temper, had al one time been merely a lowly 
sergeant in the Iranian army. A talent for 
ruthlessness and a total lack of scruples 
put him on the Peacock Throne, where he 
was supposed to be the puppet of the 
Anglo-lranian Oil Company (later to be 
known as British Petroleum), which was at 
the time the only oil company in Iran. But 
like all other petty tyrants, the elder shah 
began to take himself too seriously, forgot 
that he was activated by strings, and 
started sassing the British oilmen. So they, 
with the assistance of the British govern- 
ment, pulled him down from his throne, 
banished him to South Africa, where he 
died, and hoisted his son into his place. 

Much smaller in physique and much 
more plastic in character, the new shah for 
many years conducted himselt as little 
puppets should, He wore his gaudy uni- 
form with that nice combination of meek- 
hess and arrogance that characterizes the 
Third World's dictators who are fronting for 
Western corporations. Just how thoroughly 
dependent he was on the West was made 
clear in 1953, when the fitful genius Dr. 
Mossadegh took over the Iranian govern- 
ment and the shah fied for his life. 

While he was in exile, the CIA supported 
him in Rome. The CIA‘s solicitude even ex- 
tended to helping him in getting an heir. It 
supplied his wife, Soraya, with a gynecolo- 
gist. She confided to the gynecologist that 
the shah visited her “four times a night and 
twice every afternoon. Still | don't have a 
baby.” Nor did she ever produce a male 
heir, and ultimately the shah kicked her out 
But in other respects the CIA's assistance 


Paid off for him. 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 160 


British taste American price: 
The two sides of Burnett’ 


ite Satin Gin 


Of all the gins distilled in America, only Burnett's uses an 
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BILLY CARTER 


* 


| think I've 
been harassed and 
discriminated 
against because I’m the 
president's brother. 


2 


illy Carter was sprawled, barefoot and tousled, on 
the Nashville hotel-room floor, asleep in front of a 
big color-television set, “Don't get nervous,” his 
road manager told Penthouse interviewer Joseph 
B. Treaster. “He'll be all right, soon as | can get some 
chocolate ice cream into him. We'll get him going again.” 

President Jimmy Carter's forty-one-year-old “baby 
brother” had arrived more than an hour late for the inter- 
view. After fifteen minutes of conversation, he took a break 
to watch a few plays of a televised football game and flip 
through a newspaper. Treaster and Carter resumed talk- 
ing, and after ten minutes Billy broke off again. This time he 
took a nap. After getting his ice cream, he talked for 
another fifteen minutes and then took another break. And 
so it went throughout the first afternoon of a two-day ses- 
sion. Billy had agreed to the interview, but the little boy in 
him didn't want to sit still for it, 

There is a lot of little boy in Billy Carter, and it makes him 
lovable to many people. Treaster reports: ‘At times Billy 
seems so helpless you can hardly resist offering a hand or 
making excuses for him.” But there are myriad other veins 
running through Billy Carter's character. This sleepy-eyed, 
playful fellow is the same man who successfully managed 
the Carter family’s multi-million-dollar peanut business for 
many years. He is also the man who has been in jail three 
times and once threatened to kill a local policeman who 
arrested a friend of Billy's for driving under the influence of 
alcohol. This is a man who devours books but can't re- 
member the titles of anything he has read lately He is a 
hard-drinking chain smoker who says the people he ad- 
mires most are his mother and his wife. He is also a man 
who has turned the accident of his birth as the brother of 
the man elected president of the United States into a 
business that nets him between $250,000 and $300,000 a 
year—roughly ten times what he was earning as manager 
of the peanut business and owner of a ramshackle service 
station, where beer sales challenged the action at the gas 
pumps. 

For the last two years, since Jimmy's inauguration, Billy 
has been, as he says, “in show business.” He has been 
constantly on the road, crisscrossing the country, making 
“personal appearances” at county fairs, stock-car races, 
real-estate conventions, and shopping-center openings 
He also makes twelve appearances a year endorsing Billy 


Beer. “That's the only legitimate job I've got," he says. “My 
kids say, ‘My Daddy works for a beer company.’ " All this is 
not easy for a man who hates and fears airplanes and who 
vomits if he sits in a window seat. He has learned the art of 
falling asleep at will, though, and will put himself “out” as 
soon as he gets on an airplane. 

When he is hired for an appearance, “he's sort of a 
celebrity-in-residence,” says Tandy Rice, Billy's smooth- 
talking, sharp-dressing agent. “He goes places as the 
guest of honor. He attends your celebration, joins you as 
the guest of the promoter. He mingles. He signs auto- 
graphs, cuts ribbons, gives news conferences. He doesn't 
come in and play the spoons or tap dance. Everybody 
loves him, wants to hug and squeeze him, have a picture 
taken with him.” Sometimes, depending on what Billy 
judges the crowd wants, he will give a two-minute, off-the- 
cuff talk and answer questions. 

With a lot ot help from the national press, which turned to 
Billy for outrageous quotes on dull days during the presi- 
dential campaign, he has established himself as the na- 
tion's number one red-neck, a hard-drinking, joud-talking, 
blaspheming lout who seems to be everything the self- 
righteous president is not 

His image has fed itself so much that in real life his mild 
demeanor is disarming. Billy himself is the first to agree 
that the public Billy is an exaggeration. But he is just as 
quick to make sure there is no misunderstanding. “Whal | 
do,” he says, “is me.” 

Billy denies that he is exploiting the presidency and that 
his rough, backwoods antics are degrading to the highest 
office in the country. Many people in places like Washing- 
ton, New York, and Chicago disagree, but you don't hear 
much criticism in Plains, the southwestern-Georgia hamlet 
where Jimmy and Billy Carter and their two sisters grew up. 

Billy was born in 1937, the son of Earl and Lillian Carter, 
His early days were spent on a farm in Archery, where he 
was a stuttering child intimidated by three older siblings. 
Jimmy, thirteen years older than Billy, graduated second in 
his high-school class, went to the U.S. Naval Academy at 
Annapolis, and pursued a naval career. Both Ruth and 
Gloria excelled in school, Billy, on the other hand, placed 
twenty-sixth in his high-school class of twenty-seven 

The family moved from the farm to Plains when Billy was 
thirteen. Earl Carter died when Billy was sixteen, and Billy 
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ran the family peanut business for a year before Jimmy returned 
from the Navy to take over 

Billy married his high-school sweetheart, Sybil, and joined the 
marines, serving in Japan and the Phillippines and losing seven 
teeth in fights. He liked the marines, he says, because "Hell, they 
were a bunch of badasses.” 

When he left the marines, he returned to Plains to drive a 
spreader truck at the family warehouse for two years, He then 
moved to Atlanta, entered Emory University, and was expelled two 
years later for failing English five times, failing math, and submit 
ting someone else's final term paper as his own, He worked for a 
construction company as a heavy-equipment operator, sold paint 
over the counter for a paint company, and returned to Plains in 
1964. In 1965 he bought a 15 percent share in the peanut ware- 
house and, as Jimmy became increasingly distracted by politics, 
assumed control by 1970. In 1972 he bought a gas station. 

For all his carousing and hanging out with “the good ol’ boys" at 
the station, Billy's business showed impressive profits, The 
peanut business grossed $187 the first year Jimmy ran it and 
grossed more than $5 million in the final year, before Billy left. When 


Jimmy became president, he put his more than 50 percent share in 
a blind trust, fearing the possibilily of conflict-ol-interest accusa- 
tions. Billy was left low man in the hierarchy and asked Charles 
Kirbo, the manager of Jimmy's blind trust, ifhe could buy it, Turned 
down, he left, still owning 15 percent but having no control. Billy's 
gas station made $100,000 a year before Jimmy was elected 
president and now sells 30,000 cases of beer a year. Four years 
before Jimmy became president, Billy bought 171 acres of prop- 
erly around Plains. He paid $625 an acre for the land, whichis now 
worth $5-6,000 an acre. 

While the profits from Billy's gas station, beer endorsements, 
and public appearances have been boosted by his position as 
“First Brother,” the recent changes have not all been good. Tourists 
began flocking to Plains and Billy's house, knocking on his door 
and refusing to leave before they had talked to a member of the 
Carter family Billy finally moved twenty miles outside of Plains 
to a thirteen-room house so secluded that at first, even he had 
trouble finding it. 

Billy gave his candid, uninhibited thoughts to Penthouse during 
a two-day stay in Nashville. 


perenouse: How would you describe your- 
sel 

Carter: | wouldn't know what to say. I'm Billy 
Carter, who the national press in Plains — 
who had nothing else to do when they were 
covering Jimmy—started playing with. 
And believed all the bullshit | was telling 
them, when ninety percent of it was a 
straight, damn lie. 

Penthouse: Did you think they would un- 
derstand that it was a lie? 

Carter; | thought they would. 

Penthouse: But you never got around to 
straightening them out? 

Carter: No, | never straightened it out. | 
figured they'd learn on their own 
Penthouse: |s that when your show-busi- 
ness career started? 

Carter: Yeah. It started from just drinking 
beer and shooting the shit. 

Penthouse: What kind of guy are you? 
Carter; | figure I'm a kinda half-ass shit-ass. 
Penthouse: What does that mean? 

Carter: It means half-assed nice, halt- 
assed shil-ass. It's kinda hard to say how 
I'd describe myself. People say I'm a red- 
neck and good ol’ boy | guess |'m both of 
them. At least, | play at it a lot. 
Penthouse: Some people say you've exag- 
gerated the real Billy Carter into a carica- 
ture of himself, making him a larger-than- 
life red-neck. Do you agree? 

Carter; | agree with that. | think I've gone to 
an extreme. | won't say an extrerne—yeah, | 
guess you might say | have gone to an 
extreme on it. But | still think I'm the same 
person | was. 

Penthouse: Do you think thal this caricature 
is your appeal? 

Carter; | think so. | don't know how to de- 
scribe the appeal, but | think people can't 
feally believe a president's brother can be 
like | am. People ask me how it is fo be the 
president's brother, I've been his brother for 
forty-one years. It's no different now. | think 
my sister Ruth feels the same way. People 
can't believe that the president's sister 
is a faith healer, But when | do an appear. 
ance, I'm doing me. | don't dress any dif- 
ferently. I've been wearing Levi's and 
boots for twenty years, and | still wear 
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Levi's and boots. 

Penthouse: Have you always been such a 
joker? 

Carter: Always have been a bullshitter. 
Penthouse: Would you say that you like who 
you are? 

Carter: Yeah, yeah. 

Penthouse: |f you could remake yourself in 
any way, what would you do? 

Carter: Really, I've never done anything I'm 
ashamed of or anything I've really regret- 
ted. | don’t think | want to remake myself. 
Penthouse: What do you like about doing 
these public appearances? 

Carter: | enjoy people, enjoy meeting ‘em. 
Penthouse: How do people react to meet- 
ing Billy Carter? 

Carter: Normally, we get real good reac- 
tions. Right now it’s kinda hard to say. | 
seem to appeal to different—| won't say 
classes—well, yes, | will say classes. The 
people at the affairs are working people, 
and | enjoy that. Had a ball recently with a 
bunch of union workers, sitting there drink- 
ing beer with them. My audience is not the 
real high-class crowd, not the middle class, 
but more the working class. | enjoy it very 
much, | seem to appeal to these people. | 
seem to be doing a pretty good job. | stay 
out of politics. I'm not a Democrat. I'm not a 
Republican. |'m just in between 
Penthouse: What do you talk about at these. 
attairs’? 

Carter: Bullshit 

Penthouse: Do you prepare your 
speeches? 

Carter: | do not, | get up and start talkin’, | 
hale to say it, but | guess I'm one of the best 
judges of audiences in the world, and 
whatever they want to hear is what | talk 
about. 

Penthouse: Are there any offers you won't 
accept? 

Carter: | won't do anything political, | also 
turn down charity stuff, which I think is a 
racket. 

Penthouse: What do you mean by racket? 
Carter: | mean where they pay more 
salaries than they pay in helping the 
people. They offer me $10,000 or $20,000 
for showing up al a telethon, but | turn 


them down, 
Penthouse: One story has it that a busi- 
nessman came jnto Plains with the idea 
that he was going to set up a cage and put 
some members of the Carter farnily in it, so 
that people could come to look at them. Did 
you hear about that? 
Carter: No, | didn’t. But I'd probably do it. If 
they paid me. 
Penthouse: What if they wanted your 
mother to do that? 
Carter: I'd probably kill ‘em. 
Penthouse: But you'd do it yourself? 
Carter: If they paid enough. 
Penthouse: Are there any drawbacks to this 
job? 
Carter: Well, frankly, the thing | don’t enjoy 
about it is that | don't have any peace at my 
service station. | would like to be able to sit 
down there and drink three or four beers 
and shoot the shit instead of everybody 
coming in at one time. Tourists take pictures 
and want autographs and all. It doesn't let 
up. 
Penthouse: How has Plains changed since 
i's become the birthplace of the thirty- 
ninth president? 
Carter: Plains has gone from being a nice 
little town to being probably the biggest 
rip-off joint in the United States. The only 
thing they have now is tourist joints—just 
one tourist trap after another. They just sell 
junk—Jimmy Carter junk, Jimmy Carter 
bottle openers and glasses. | said junk. | 
meant shit. 
Penthouse: You don't approve of people 
capitalizing on their association with 
Jimmy? 
Carter: | don't really, It's kind of hard to say, | 
know everybody js trying to make a living, 

1 tried to tell the town—the city fa- 
thers, whatever you want to call them 
—what was going to happen. Nobody 
knew. In Plains now we have my station on 
one side, and across the street we have 
eighteen tourist joints. In the middle we 
have a Taiwan garden. That's new. The only 
place I've been asked not to go since Jim- 
my’s been president is the Taiwan place. 
Penthouse: Who requested that? 
Carter: The State Department. 
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| was afraid it might be too cold for this. 
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professional dreamer, had run out of 


DREAM ER material —so he crept inside the body of the 


young Nomad, turned on the Direct 
FICTION BY WILLIAM HJORTSBERG Experience Tapes, and curled up to sleep. 
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subtle essence of his art. 

The dream was standard Sondak es- 
Cape adventure: swordplay, a cut rose, dis- 
tant hoofbeats on a moonlit road, the awe- 
some stillness of the scaffold, Attention to 
detail made all of Sondak’s dreams 
memorable; his feeling for place and 
period was unlike any other Dreamer's. 
Sondak's career was in its eighty-fifth year, 
and over three hundred of his dreams re- 
mained in public circulation. 


Far at the bottom of the hill, among the 
disorder and rot hidden from the Dreamers 
machine-tooled house by the opulence of 
his gardens, a starved mongrel prowled, 
sniffing the debris left by encamping 
Nomads. There wasn't much, for the 
Nomads were themselves avid scaven- 
gers, and the dog found nothing of interest 
among the charred garbage and broken 
glass; even discarded bones had been 
gnawed to splinters by the eager rats. 

The dog continued up the hill, favoring an 
injured forepaw, ignorant of the warning im- 
plied by the orderly cultivation and the 
watching infra-red eyes ahead. A hidden 
sensor relayed the intruder’s presence 
back to the house; the computer plotted 
the exact location; twin antennae revolved 
on the turreted roof, focusing a disc- 
mounted sound-intensifier. The dog lifted 
his head to catch a final scent as the high- 
frequency beam found its target. In an in- 
slant, the animal's blood temperature rose 
to the boiling point and, before he could 
fall, he erupted from within, consumed by a 
burst of incandescent flame that left his 
canine imprint briefly hanging in the eve- 
ning air, a chalky drift of ashes and smoke 
like shreds of fog dissolving. 


The kitchen switched on at six. Within the 
hour the rest of the house came alive, and 
by the time Par Sondak was eased awake 
electrically, the place was purring like a 
spaceship. 

Smoothly, the sides of the studio slid 
open, and Sondak stepped down, padding 
across the thermal-turf mat that covered his 
bedroom floor like a carpet of insulated 
moss. The mirrored walls reflected the 
lurching sag of his fat man's amble. 

Par Sondak was one hundred and five 
years old and in the best of health. Indeed, 
he had never been sick a day of his life. His 
outward appearance, that of a chubby, 
middle-aged infant, was due mainly to his 
total baldness, a condition resulting from 
nearly a century of wearing the probes to 
bed each night. “Bald as a Dreamer” was 
the standard cliché. 


“Good morning, sir,” his computer said. 
“Did you sleep well?” 

“| hope so.” Sondak yawned. “I want rain 
all afternoon, clearing at sunset.” 

“Very good." The computer paused. 
“Sunset will be at 19:49." 

“It doesn't matter; I'll be around. Any- 
thing special for today?” 

“You have a conference with the City at 
ten. Otherwise, the agenda is open.” 
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A tray appeared from the kitchen, and 
Sondak carried his breakfast onto the 
Patio, where he sat in the shade of a tlower- 
ing dogwood. The eggs on his plate were 
real; Sondak despised synthetics and 
maintained a poultry yard in his garden. 
From below came the sounds of the me- 
chanical cultivators at work, weeding and 
fertilizing. A row of fruit trees screened their 
synchronized labor. Beyond the gardens 
stretched the open desert, barren and 
scorched; hills like slag heaps. The 
Dreamer gazed out over his breakfast at 
this wasteland, to a point in the distant, 
hard-biue sky, where three fly-speck vul- 
tures turned in a drifting spiral. 


Beneath the circling carrion eaters, on a 
bleak basalt outcrop jutting over a dry 
riverbed, a Nomad burial platform rested in 
the gnarled and naked limbs of a long- 
dead jack pine. Most of the clan departed 
before sunup, but several Nomads, blood 
kin to the child lashed in the branches 


* 


Sondak’s career 
was in its eighty-fifth 
year, and over 
three hundred of his dreams 
remained in 
public circulation. 
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above them, stood silently waiting for the 
vultures to feed. 

One member of the clan wasn't watch- 
ing: a young man with only a faint mustache 
and the first downy patches of beard on his 
cheeks. He stood apart from the others, 
gripping the long wire-bound barrel of his 
smoothbore muzzle loader, and stared 
back across the desolate blast-furnace 
expanse of cinder-pile nothingness to the 
glowing green oasis, a brief flowering of lite 
in a dead land. It was the first time the 
young man had ever seen the fabled, for- 
bidden dwelling place of a Lord Citizen, the 
Select and All-Powerful Ones. 


Of all the rooms in his efficient house, the 
Projection booth was the one Sondak least 
used. He disliked the cramped, window- 
less chamber, the dull uniformity of its 
metallic walls, ceiling, and floor. Seated in 
the padded control seat in the center of this 
tiny room, Sondak felt uncomfortably claus- 
trophobic, and he avoided coming here 
except when called in by conferences. 
Sondak wasn't alone for long. A door ap- 
peared to open in the blank, gray wall, and 
the hologram image of a Dream Syndicate 
hostess stepped into the room. The girl was 


young and not unattractively dressed in a 
plum-colored tunic, her nipples tinted pale 
green to match her lips and hair. 

“Prompt as always,” Sondak said 

The girl smiled. “What setting would you 
like for the conference, sir?” 

“Makes no difference to me. Anything 
but this iron maiden.” 

“Mr. Tarquille is already adjusted to set- 
ting number ZT-90065-N7.” 

Sondak slowly repeated the number 
under his breath, tapping it out on the 
keyboard set into the arm of the control 
seat, The walls shimmered, becoming an 
instant silver rainfall as the strict confines of 
the projection-booth gave way to distant, 
snow-bright mountains, and Sondak found 
himself and his padded chair on the bank 
of a crystalline lake, facing Omar Tarquille 
under the scented boughs of a wind-stirred 
spruce. 

“Morning, Par,” the Executive said, intent 
on the legs of the hostess as she wandered 
off among the pines. “You're looking fit." 

“Still fond of alpine scenery, | see, Omar.” 

‘A placid setting is best for conferences, 
don't you think?” 

“Oh, I'm not so sure. Perhaps more would 
be accomplished in crisis, on the deck of a 
sinking ship, let's say." 

The Executive chuckled pleasantly. 
“Been dreaming lately, Par?” 

“Every night for a month.” 

“Glad to hear it. Must feel good to be 
back in action. How long will this one run, 
do you think?” 

“Final mix is still a long way off, but I'd 
estimate al least ten hours.” 

“Absolutely perfect. You've got a lol of 
fans here in the City waiting for a new one, 
you know.” 

“That's reassuring to hear.” 

“The name Sondak still draws an audi- 
ence, never mind statistics telling you Di- 
rect Experience Tapes outsell] Dreams 
four-to-one in the preference ballots.” 

“Figures are meaningless to me, Omar.” 
The Dreamer yawned behind the back of 
his hand, 

“You belong here in the Cily, where deci- 
sions are made. Why hole up in a crypt out 
in the middle of nowhere?" 

“I like it here out in the middle of 
nowhere.” The Dreamer stared across at 
the image of a lake where rising trout dis- 
rupted the reflected mountains. 

“Surrounded by Nomad savages, how 
can you stand it?” 

“| was watching a group of Nomads this 
morning at breakfast. First I've seen in over 
a year,” 

The Executive nodded politely and 
changed the subject, saying he was anx- 
ious to spend a night soon with Sondak's 
new dream. 

“I'll put a tape on the waves as soon as 
final mix is in.” 

"Very good. Can | get you anything from 
the City? Landermann has a new Dream, a 
regular nightmare, |'m told.” 

“No thanks. I've too much work." 

‘All right. If something comes up, I'll ar- 
range a conference.” Omar Tarquille 


smiled, gave a slight wave, and vanished 
from the lakefront. In the distance, a quail 
called sharply. 

The Dreamer punched the off button. 
The mountains melted and shrank like a 
reflection on water seeping into sand. He 
pushed his bulk out of the chair and started 
for the door, eager for fresh air. Although the 
booth was a favored plaything with City 
dwellers, where space was at a premium 
and the only open country was on tape, 
Sondak preferred sitting on his patio or 
roaming in the garden to any of his vast file 
of electronic voyages. 


Buick of the Cincinnati clan crouched in the 
shade of the dead tree, watching. A warrior 
since the age of twelve, when his father was 
killed in a skirmish with the Lafayette 
County people and care of the family gun 
passed to him, Buick wore the name 
brands of six slain enemies sewn on leather 
thongs to his belt. No spoils were taken 
from his father's body; his own people had 
had the victory that day, and the grief- 
stricken boy hammered the ancient brass 
emblem into the carved stock of the family 
gun. Buick believed this token brought him 
luck, more luck than any of the talismans in 
the snakeskin pouch hanging from his belt; 
he fingered his father's name brand, JEEP, 
worn smooth and shiny from constant rub- 
bing. 

The young Nomad was in need of luck 
today. All his childhood long, he listened to 
cooking-fire tales of the magic places 
where men lived like Gods. At the clan 
chants he thrilled to the epic songs telling 
how Texaco, the Fire Chief, mounted on his 
flying horse, stole the light-that-never-dies 
from the citadel of the Lord Citizens. Until 
this morning only a handful of the Elders. 
had ever seen the enchanted gardens, 
their recollections hoarded like treasure 
from the past. 

Buick of Cincinnati was a warrior and 
carried the family gun; he was battle tested 
and would admit to fearing no man, not 
even the favorites of the Gods. From the 
moment he first saw the serene silver tow- 
ers rising out of the unbelievable green of 
the surrounding oasis, he knew that he 
could not rest until he walked in the shade 
of those magic trees and plucked the fruit 
from their forbidden limbs. 


One room in Par Sondak's mechanical 
house was unlike the others. The walls here 
were paneled in walnut, with carved lonic 
pilasters and egg-and-dart molding. There 
was a real fireplace framing brass andirons 
and birch logs. Above the mantel hung the 
Velazquez portrait of Pope Innocent X. It 
was a@ Stately, secluded room, silent as a 
meditation garden. With the exception of 
the unused public reading room at the city 
center, it was the largest library left on 
earth. 

Par Sondak sat in an armchair by one of 
the tall leaded-glass windows, a calf- 
bound volume of Gibbon's superb history 
open on his knees. The Dreamer gazed out 
the window at the sculpted hedges de- 
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lineating his gardens, unable to read. An 
irritation remained from this morning's con- 
ference: the tone in Omar Tarquille’s voice 
when he mentioned the popularity of Direct 
Experience Tapes. Sondak wondered how 
much of a threat was intended by the crafly 
Executive. 

Ten years before, the complexities of the 
encephalograph probes were miniaturized 
to a near-microscopic wafer, and Sondak 
had known there would be no shortage of 
rogues and daredevils volunteering for 
surgical implantation. But what he never 
guessed at the time was the size of the 
audience that would be attracted to hand- 
to-hand gladiatorial combat or one-man 
rocket races to the moon and back. Even 
DE.T's of assassination and torture were 
available. Every space drifter and merce- 
nary killer in the City wore a mini-probe 
under his scalp, ready to double the take 
from a hazardous assignment by selling 
the tapes to the highest bidder. 

Sondak knew whenever his dreams. 


* 


The Nomad was 
transported to the north, 
hundreds of 
kilometers from Sondak’s 
house, the wafer-thin 
neural probe wired 
into his frontal lobe. 
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failed to score appreciably on the preter- 
ence ballot (and the inevitable day was 
coming when large-cast D.E.T.’s would be 
as extravagantly staged as any hologram 
spectacular), his credit rating would no 
longer support his isolated and indepen- 
dent life and he would be forced to give up 
the peace of his library for the sophisti- 
cated power struggle within the stately cor 
tidors of the City. 


The young Nomad paused at the bottom of 
the hill to check the primer in the frizzen 
pan of his musket and wind the wheel lock 
back until the action was cocked. He con- 
cealed his bedroll and saddlebags be- 
tween two large stones and took only what 
he would carry into battle: shot and powder, 
a goatskin waterbag, his bone-hilted cut- 
lass, and the protective magic of his charm 
bag. His name brand hung around his neck 
on a braided cord, a challenge to anything 
he might encounter. 

Buick stepped forward into the rain, Out- 
side, the empty desert burned under a rag- 
ing sun, but beyond the gentle, enclosing 
waterfall stands of elm and oak and maple 
billowed like deciduous cumuli. Buick re- 
moved the homespun shirt, his sacred 


“number, sixty-six, patched on front and 


back, and wrapped it around the lock of his 
musket, held muzzle downward against the 
fine, mistlike rain. He felt drunk with so 
much unfamiliar greenness. 


In the library Par Sondak closed the volume 
of Gibbon; ai the sideboard he filled a 
tulip-shaped glass with blackberry brandy 
distilled from fruit he had picked himself 
He remembered the thorn scratches on his. 
soft, white hands with considerable pride. 
What would they say in the City about such 
hands, berry-stained and bleeding, hands 
that had done work? 

The computer interrupted the Dreamer's 
musing. "Excuse me, sir.” The modulated, 
unhurried voice announced good news 
and bad alike with the same laconic indif- 
ference. "The sensors report the presence 
of an intruder on the grounds. A Nomad. 
sin” 

“Where is he now?" 

"The last fix placed him on the edge of 
the south orchard,” 

“Have the arrangements all been 
made?" 

“Everything according to your specifica- 
tions." 

“Good.” The Dreamer finished his 
brandy in a single swallow. “Very good. It's 
only a matter of time and he's ours.” 


Buick kneeled beside the base of one of a 
dozen fluted marble columns surrounding 
an ornamental pond. Across a green lawn, 
out of sight of the house, was a hidden 
pavilion. Under the blue and gold awnings, 
a spitted calf turned, glazed and dripping, 
over a bed of coals. 

Of all the wonders he'd seen today, the 
splendor of food in such profusion was by 
far the most magical and bewitching. The 
Nomad reverently approached the long, 
cloth-covered table, trying to associate 
trout jellied in aspic, terrine of pheasant, 
grilled spring lamb, with his own memories 
of eating roots and porridge, when a bit of 
dog or an occasional rat trapped among 
the grain sacks was a prize addition to the 
stewpot. 

Ahind quarter from the broiled calf stood 
on a thick, wooden salver. The Nomad 
leaned his musket against the table and cut 
a slice with a surgically keen carving knife. 
He had never tasted anything so good. He 
would take as much meat as he could carry, 
The knife, too. It was a beautiful knife; no 
one else in the clan owned such a knife, He 
leaned forward and cut another slice, 

“Good, good,” the voice behind him 
said. “Eat.” 

The Nomad spun about, grabbing for his. 
musket, gagging on a mouthful of meat. His 
instincts had betrayed him. He wasn't 
alone. A pink-faced, hairless fat man stood 
only feet away, his long silk robe shining in 
the firelight. “Don't be alarmed,” the Lord 
Citizen said. "Eat what you want, Take. This 
is for you.” 

Buick steadied his musket against his 
shoulder and fired. The Lord’s face was lost 
for a moment in the sulfurous smoke, but 
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@With a will 
like mine, there's 
always a way.® 
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A RHODES BY ANY OTHER NAME 
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is, After that,” promises our philosophical Pet of the Month, “I'll follow him to 
school every day—for more lessons!” Pamela Rhodes, however, has rather 
cheerfully resigned herself to the fact that men are always going to follow her 
statuesque five-foot-eleven-inch, 38-24-36 body around, whether she loves it or not 


|: always be a one-man woman says she, “as longas my man's the best there 


“Sete A aere 


“| guess it's the price you have 
to pay for being sexy,” she 
says, “but though | don't really 
mind being bewitched or 
bewildered, | hate to be 
bothered!" Pamela definitely 
has a way with words—and it's 
a talent she uses for purposes 
other than charming men. 

've just started working as 
a copywriter trainee at a Los 
Angeles advertising agency,” 
she says, “and like the ad says, 
| hope my fortunes go up, up 
and away.” Pamela is also pur- 
suing a career in modeling, 
because she believes “a 
woman should explore every 
avenue open to her.” 
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‘'m halt-German and halt-Irish, which means | can 
be stubborn and bitchy and ambitious on one hand, 
and charming and crafty on the other. With a will ike 
mine, there's always a way.” Pamela's romantic phi- 
losophy is relatively simple: hedging your bets, she 
believes, is foolishly self-defeating, "You can't win 
any big jackpots if you aren't prepared to ante up.” 
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“The less you put into loving your man, 
the less you'll get out of it. If my partner 
can't inspire me to extremes—whether 
it's earth-shattering orgasms, side-split- 
ting laughter, or even real tears—then | 
know it's not the real thing." 


Like most energetic California girls, Pamela loves the great outdoors. 
“Water is wonderful for swimming and surfing, mountains and ice are 
terrific for figure skating and skiing, and the woods are great for 
necking, petting, and other unmentionable deeds—espe lly NOW, 
in early mating season." It's easy to see why, in spring, a young man’s 
fancy could turn to Pamela, Once you've spent February with our 
present Pet of the Month, who needs April in Paris? O+—4q 


98 PENTHOUSE 


se 


THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


A year ago, in his written message to the Congress on the 
state of the Union, Jimmy Carter indicated that he would 
initiate a government-wide review of the status of Vietnam-era 
veterans, A conclusive report of this review, scheduled to be 
presented to the president on April 10, 1978, only recently 
materialized, For America's 9 million Vietnam-era veterans, 
this laxity was just one more reminder that their status is not of 
compelling concern to the Carter administration, 

When the Presidential Review Memorandum (PRM) did 
come forth, there were few surprises for veterans. Protracted 
unemployment, especially among younger veterans (age 
twenty to twenty-four), remained almost double that of non- 
veterans in the same age group. The PRM also concluded 
that none of the administration's publicity-hyped job pro- 
grams for veterans, such as Help through Industry Retraining 
and Employment (HIRE) and the Comprehensive Employ- 
ment and Training Act (CETA), 
has come close to achieving its = 


Vietnam War. But much of the blame is also attributable to the 
indifference of presidents, from Johnson to Carter. 

President Carter has acknowledged that veterans under 
age thirty-four had a suicide rate 23 percent higher than that 
of nonveterans of the same age group and that the number of 
hospitalized Vietnam-era veterans identified as alcoholics or 
problem drinkers more than doubled, from 13 percentin 1970 
to 31 percent in 1977. These statistics merely confirm what 
has long been known, namely, that the condition of Vietnam 
veterans most in need of help has deteriorated over time. Here 
again Carter acknowledges that “more must be done.” Yet it's 
obvious, from his plans for the next fiscal year’s budget, that 
our Vietnam casualties will not fare any better than they have in 
the past. To be sure, additional “studies” will be funded, but 
these will only give the Carter administration an excuse for 
further unconscionable halfheartedness and delay. 

Other passages in the PRM 
sound strangely reminiscent of 


stated goals. This was particu: 
larly evident in the administra- 
tion's gross failure to meet the 
employment needs of the 
512,000 Vietnam veterans who 
sustained some kind of disabil- 
ity during the war. President 
Carter noted, “The current VA 
program [vocational rehabilita- 
tion for disabled veterans] is 
based on a 1943 model and 
requires major updating.” 

One has to ask why it took 
the Carter administration ten 
months to reach such an obvi- 


e 


Veterans’ problems call for 
new and unique solutions, rather 
than the warmed-over 
mush Carter is trying to peddle 
to those who fought 

in Vietnam. 


be 


the government's use of "body 
counts” to prove how well the 
Vietnam War was going. For 
example: “Vietnam-era veter- 
ans areinthe process of becom- 
ing the best educated group of 
veterans in our history. Already, 
65 percent of Vietnam-era vet- 
erans have taken advantage of 
the GI Bill. That compares with a 
final rate of some 51 percent for 
World War ll veterans and 43 
percent for veterans of the Ko- 
rean War." On the surface, the 
number of recent veterans who 


ous conclusion. It has been 
known for tive years, for exam- 
ple, that Vietnam veterans suffered a 300 percent greater loss 
of lower extremities than did veterans of any other war. 

The findings in the PRM were nonetheless dismaying, Al- 
though Vietnam veterans make up only 29 percent of the total 
veteran population, they account for more than 40 percent of 
the patients discharged from VA hospitals in fiscal year 1977 
with psychotic diagnoses. Grim as these statistics are, they 
don't reveal the greater national tragedy—that most, if not all, 
Vietnam veterans so discharged cannot be said to have been 
“cured” or effectively rehabilitated; rather, they are "tran- 
quilized,” by one means or another, and released by the VA 
with a virtually hopeless future. Although a major effort was 
made lo treat the psychological problems of 600 POWs, noth- 
ing has been done for those who incurred mental wounds 
during protracted combat. 

Today, despite study upon study elucidating veterans’ psy- 
chological problems, there is still no effective VA program 
designed to solve them. Part of the blame for this sorry state of 
affairs rests on the Congress, in its failure to recognize the 
personal psychological price paid by so many who fought the 
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have utilized Gl Bill benefits 
looks good, However, the Carter 
administration has no idea how many achieved their goal— 
received a degree or certificate—or were compelled to drop 
out because the benefits were inadequate 

In analyzing the PRM findings and Carter's message to 
Congress about actions he proposes “to respond to the spe- 
cial problems a number of these veterans still face,” Pent- 
house sadly concludes that, although Jimmy Carter is 
touched by these "special" problems, he still does not have 
their solution in mind, Carter said, “But for many veterans , , . 
the transition to civilian life has led to unemployment, poverty, 
and frustrations, The key to making our veterans’ programs 
successful—and efficient—is to target them carefully on 
those who continue to need help." 

Unfortunately, the actions that the president proposes are 
simply more of the same. Perhaps these actions will be car- 
ried out more efficiently. But they haven't worked in the past, 
and there is little prospect that they will work in the future. 
"Special" problems call for new and unique solutions rather 
than the warmed-over mush Carter and his administration are 
trying to peddle to those who fought in Vietnam. O+-_ 
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ADVISE & DISSENT 
OPINON 


hen | came to New York from Atlanta fifteen years 
W:: at the height of the civil-rights struggle, | ex- 
pected to see the harmonious interracial community for 
which many southerners—even some of us with white 
faces—had been praying and working, | was éager to see the 
place that some black activists had called “Freedomland” 
and to experience the society thal for so long had condemned 
the racist, uncivilized Southland. 

It took me about two days to learn that Freedomland wasn't 
there. The first lesson came when | tried to find an apartment 
by telephone. | kept getting turned down—until | appeared at 
one real-estate office in person and discovered that the 
z agents had equated my southern accent with a black skin. 

One of them told me as much. When | walked in with my white 

face hanging out, doors opened, literally. 

That was fifteen years ago, and it's still difficult for a black 
> Person to get an apartment or buy a house or a condominium 
in “white” portions of Freedomland. And | haven't seen many 
other improvements in race relations in the North during those 
years, either. Maybe it's time for the nation, and particularly 
that part of it which sits in such fine self-esteem above the 
Mason-Dixon line, to acknowledge a very important fact; race 
telations are better in the South now than they are in the North. 
Black people (and white people, too, for that matter) stand 
better chances of living decent, meaningful lives in Alabama. 
Mississippi, or Georgia than they do in New York, Mas 
sachusetts, or Michigan. 

The South is fast becoming the land of opportunity that the 
North has always claimed to be. And bigotry in the North 
shows no signs of being diminished 

| realize that’s a pretty damning statement, but | believe that 
it will stand up under scrutiny. Consider this: blacks are finding 


OPPORTUNITY jobs now in the South in increasing numbers, and a lot—not 
enough, but more than ever before—of those jobs are mean- 
ingful ones. In the North blacks are systematically excluded 

| THE from important positions in private industry and the labor 
movement and from public jobs in which their presence could 


be felt—as judges, prosecutors, heads of city agencies, di 
NEW TH rectors of the rich, powerful, and arrogant utility and transpor- 

tation authorities. Blacks are virtually nonexistent in influential 
Positions in the northern media 

They play minuscule or token parts in the political leader- 
ship of northern cities (except, as in the case of Newark and 
some other places, when the realtors and other white power 
brokers decide that a city’s gone “all black” and abandon it) 
Practically no black faces are seen in the higher offices of the 
nation's premier city. But down South, in the land so long 
characterized as the home of bigotry and extremism, coali- 
tions of black and decent white voters have elected black men 
to lead Atlanta and New Orleans and many more smaller 
cities, towns, and counties, Virtually every government body 
has black membership, and it isn't token or Uncle Tom 

You can hardly drive five miles in Mississippi, Alabama, or 
Georgia these days without seeing a black highway patrol- 
man—and they aren't all rookies, either Yet in New York State 
only 1 percent of the police force is black. 

Largely because of housing discrimination in the North, the 
schools there remain viciously segregated. The U.S. Com- 
mission on Civil Rights found that in the decade that ended in 
1975, about 95 percent of the schools in the Southeast had 
made “significant steps” toward desegregating. Many of the 
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@Race relations are better in the South 

now than they are in the North. Black peopie 
stand better chances of living decent, 
meaningful lives in Alabama than 

they do in New York.® 


Steps have not been significant enough, to be sure, bul they're 
sure as hell more impressive than what's been going on in the 
North, which amounts mostly to nothing. 

This is not to say that Freedomland exists anywhere in the 
United States. We continue as a separated, white-dominated, 
racist society, from the White House to our kindergartens, and 
plenty of the racism may be found in the Southland. All I'm 
trying to say is that we can no longer point to the South as the 
prime villain, 

Why? A lot of thoughtful southerners and even some north- 
erners who have their heads on straight have been wondering 
why for a long time. My own feeling is that there are a number 
of factors, which are mostly interrelated. The chief among 
them is the matter of trauma. 

The South—black and white—went through an awful 
period of shock in those years after blacks had decided that 
they were through taking shit, and ordinary white southerners 
were among those most profoundly affected. Even if they 
didn't articulate it, a lot of them knew the truth of lawyer Chuck 
Morgan's observation that southern whites needed to be 
freed from the bonds of racism, too. And now that the most 
turbulent years have passed in the South, the whites are able 
to reflect that it was their battle, their trauma, too. They can go 
about the task of reconstruction, side by side with their fellow 
southerners. 

| know of nothing comparable in the North. Because north- 
ern whites have confined black people in ghettos and be- 
cause many of them have moved behind their own suburban 
walls for extra “security” against the greatly feared and 
much-discussed invasions of black faces, most of them feel 
no trauma; they have no stake at all in the blacks’ struggle. 
Indeed, the ones among them who should understand the 
struggle best—those whites who themselves have been vic- 
tims of discrimination because of their religion, ethnicity, or 
national origin—seem most inclined toward antiblack feel- 
ings. “My people had a hard time, too,” they say, and that is 
their justification for being bigoted. A paragraph later they are 
spouting every known stereotype, including some that south- 
ern racists stopped using years ago, and very often they 
manage to use the word nigger with great conviction. 

Even those white northerners who would never be caught 
talking like that—those who, back in the horrible-wonderful 
days of 1964's Mississippi Freedom Summer, proudly thought 
of themselves as white liberals—seem to have become a bit 
less liberal when the subject is “reverse discrimination." To 
give minorities head starts, as in the matter of the Bakke case, 
would constitute discrimination against whites that is just as 
evil as that of Jim Crow days, they say. 

Southern whites | have talked with see it all from a different 
perspective. They may not especially like the idea that, ina 
competition between equally qualified (or even unequally 
qualified) blacks and whites for a job, the quota now favors the 
black, But they do know that for several hundred years the 
quota for blacks was zero, and that it really is fair for the 
pendulum to swing the other way now. 

Entwined with the trauma and the understanding of a need 
for “reverse discrimination” is the notion of guilt. For decades, 
white southerners were judged by their black neighbors 
and their northern white jurors, were found guilty, and 
were condemned. And now an amazing thing has happened: 
the vast majority of their fellow southerners, the blacks who 


undertook their struggle with such religious zeal, have for- 
given the southern whites. In so doing, they have made it 
possible for people of both races to work toward the creation 
of a peaceful, decent South. But the white North, which for so 
long was intent on pointing its finger at the white South, has 
never gotten around to acknowledging its own manifest 
guilt—even as it rides in its club cars with shatterproof win- 
dows through the miserable black ghettos on its way home to 
white Great Neck and New Rochelle. The temptation is to say 
that these whites are just naive, But we're not talking about a 
collection of hicks; we're talking about the bankers and pub- 
lishers, the heads of conglomerates and foundations and 
churches, the producers of the television we watch, the col- 
lege presidents—people who ought to know better, and who, | 
suspect, do know better. 

The largest single contributor to the emergence of the North 
as the nation’s new citadel of slavery is on the other end of that 
runin the club car; suburbia. There are enormous stretches of 
geography in the North and Midwest and Far West (and, so 
far, very few in the South) where black faces are simply not 
seen unless they are attached to the bodies of maids, cooks, 
waiters, gardeners, and a token number of povertycrats. 
White northern suburbanites—and a lot of them fancy them- 
selves to be the very cream of white liberalism—have 
fashioned suburbia into a secure fortress against integration. 
The housing is segregated; the schools are segregaled, 
thanks to an increasingly racist Supreme Court; the jobs are 
segregated—for, while more industries are moving to subur- 
bia to avoid the ineptly managed larger cities, the minority 
members of their work forces cannot follow them. 

As the money and the power move to the suburbs, so does 
the interest of government agencies and the media; and so 
the northern cities, with their blacks, browns, and smattering 
of whites, are abandoned to the greed of corrupt politicians, 
administrators, and cops, to the hard-drugs folks and the 
realtors and the Medicaid hustlers. 

To say that the South is now less racist than the North is not 
to say that it will always be that way. The developing South 
might easily fall into numerous traps, the most obvious of 
which is suburbia. As the Southland becomes more and more 
suburbanized, will it adopt the racist practices of the North? A 
good place to watch would be Atlanta, where blacks within 
the city limits have attained a good measure of political, and 
even some economic, power. But Atlanta's suburbs are drain- 
ing away much of the city’s wealth. Atlanta magazine, one of 
the first of a number of power-structure-inspired “city” maga- 
zines, recently moved to the suburbs. The classical white 
flight from Atlanta may be counteracted, though, as younger, 
smarter whites and blacks purchase and restore solid, decent 
housing in older city neighborhoods. 

Despite the dangers, there remains a patently discernible 
difference between race relations in the South and in the 
North, and it is clear that the South is winning. Increasing 
numbers of black people can attest to this fact. The Census 
Bureau now reports not only that the South has stopped losing 
black population to other parts of the country but also that 
blacks are accelerating their migration away from the North- 
east, All the statistics aren't in yel, but it looks very much as if 
we are witnessing a return of black citizens to the econom- 
ically burgeoning South—our closest approximation to 


Freedomland. Ot 
al 


105 


GEG ZS te 


“Wease, floase, Marcel nelen Ube first dale! sf 
we 


Dk rines Da ‘ay 1 Vicleniian limes 
Herewith, a modern rendilion 


106 PENTHOUSE 


107 


108 PENTHOUSE 


“Sorry Camille al thes t3 the nearest 


‘Gral wasa graying mew tik Sie 
(Z peyon Aas to waterbed” 


Sox hal. Vl give you an euloa, My ¢ 


Sd 


Gai damsel virtue was lesled ix courting. 
Beal as we can dee on these flages: 
Drove was Me guile abd of of led cavorling 


Despite this most foudish of ages. 


109 


“Enmelirel Will yeu sho procrastinating!” 


110 PENTHOUSE 


Cu, Bernard. Hal, too, ts royenows, if “Dou amare me, Ferre Aad F thought 


we coulda de tena chats.” 


Ld 


Soom Ferd Fras for alt os Wishes would puss 
Tleve was wmOcOning and wining -yolove. 

Though seciely chatmed | hey wore dong Wess, 

4 Voy were often Uyeyag Amore! 


INTERVIEW 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 82 


Penthouse: What was their reason? 

Carter: Chinese politics. My mother’s been 
asked not to, and | have, too. Plains is be- 
coming kind of connected with Taiwan. In 
fact, next month they're taking fifteen or 
twenty folks to Taiwan, as guests of the 
Taiwan government 

Penthouse: | guess it's hard for you to es 
cape politics. What do you think of the polit- 
ical system in this country? 

Carter: It's kinda hard to figure out, | don't 
know what to think about it. Frankly, | think 
its kind of a bastard system. | think the 
worst thing is that states like Nevada and 
Arizona have the same number of Senate 
representatives as a state like New York, It's 
plumb ridiculous. That's my personal feel- 
ing. 

Penthouse: How has the government 
treated you personally? 

Carter: Like shit. 

Penthouse: How is that? 

Carter: Since Jimmy's been president, 
they've checked everything out. The first 
thing was, they caught me. selling beer on 
Sunday. | had to pay the fine. | was selling 
on Sundays—there wasn't any doubt 
about it—but they fined me, and | wasn’t 
even in town when they did it. 

Penthouse: But they fined you because it 
was your business and because you were 
responsible 

Carter: Right. 

Penthouse: You admit you were guilty of the 
charge. Is that harassment? 

Carter: Yeah, | think so. Harassment. And 
since then the IRS has checked me back to 
1974 

Penthouse: Have they found anything? 
Carter: Yeah. The little wormy bastards 
who're with the IRS came over, and | gave 
them three beers, and they came back and 
figured that, because they didn't pay forthe 
beer, | owed the IRS seventy-four dollars for 
the beer that | gave away and drank myself 
and didn't pay for. 

Penthouse: Seventy-four dollars? 

Carter: Yeah. And the IRS has spent about 
$150,000 checking me out. In fact, right 
now they want to go over my last year's 
records, which | won't give them. 
Penthouse: You'll have to give them the 
records eventually, won't you? 

Carter: Oh yeah, but we're going to court, 
Penthouse: On what grounds are you re- 
sisting? 

Carter: | resist on harassment. Discrimina- 
tion. 

Penthouse: And you think you've been dis- 
criminated against because you're the 
president's brother? 

Carter: Yeah 

Penthouse: Some people might think that 
the government would be more lenient with 
you because of your brother. 

Carter: Well, we had the SEC in, the Secur- 
ity Exchange Commission, whatever it is. 
It's common knowledge that | did borrow 
money from Bert Lance's bank, and they 
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went back over the whole damn thing. They 
had three guys here in Plains for several 
days. But instead of wanting the stuff from 
Bert Lance's bank, they wanted everything 
else. We had one small account in a small 
bank thal opened a branch in Plains about 
four years ago. We had seventy dollars in 
the damn account—-and I'm sure you know 
how hard it is to close out an account—and 
there were six checks. We had the bank 
statement, but we didn't have the six 
checks. And | live twenty miles from Plains. 
It took us almost two days to find the damn 
checks—three or four for the Coke ma- 
chine in the garage and what have you. 
And | think that's straight discrimination. To 
hell with the IRS! The guy at the IRS said, 
“You don't want the publicity by going into 
federal court now." Hell, man, that’s what | 
do want. 

But the IRS has spent about $250,000 
checking out me and Jimmy and my 
mother in the last two years, and they have 
not found a goddamn thing except the little 
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beer. And they're still there checking. 
They've been there almost two years. 

And then we had OSHA in there, too— 
the Office of Safety Hazards, whatever the 
hell it is. They cited me. The only service 
Station in the United States they ever cited. 
Penthouse: What was the charge? 

Carter: They charged me for having the fire 
extinguisher too high off the floor. It was 
three feet one inch up, and the regulation 
was three feet. 

Penthouse; Did you have to pay the fine? 
Carter: No, | didn't. We kind of half-assed 
fought it, and we won, They've changed 
those regulations primarily because of 
what we did, Now they don't cite a real 
small business that has less than ten em- 
ployees. 

Penthouse: Why would all these govern- 
ment agencies be checking you out so. 
closely? 

Carter: Because they got too goddamn 
many folks doing the work, 

Penthouse: Have you talked to Jimmy 
about this? 

Carter: | did call him and tell him about that 
last Internal Revenue check, that | was not 
going to go along with it. 

Penthouse: How did he react to that? 


Carter: He didn't say anything. Of course, 
it's up to Charlie Kirbo, who is about the 
dumbest bastard | ever met in my life. 
Penthouse: You don't get along with him? 
Carter: | don't even talk to him. He's a good 
friend of Jimmy's, though, and | guess he’s 
a good lawyer. 

Penthouse: Do you think he's dishonest? 
Carter: | think he's too damn dumb to be 
dishonest 

Penthouse: What do you think of Bert 
Lance? 

Carter: | think Bert Lance was the best 
fellow in Washington. | think the press rail- 
roaded him. He did nothing that any other 
banker in the country didn't do. 
Penthouse: Do you think the press has 
been fair to you? 

Carter: Yeah. They can make or break you. | 
will say one thing. Before the news media 
came down to Plains, | read five newspa- 
pers a day from cover to cover. Now | read 
exactly zero. | don't believe a damn thing | 
tead. | don't watch television anymore; | 
don't watch the news. They're so biased, 
most of them. The papers are a little bit 
better than television. | think television is a 
bunch of shit. And you know as well as | do 
that eighteen folks with the same story write 
it eighteen ways, with eighteen different 
slants on it 

Penthouse: Do you think the news media 
have been fair to Jimmy? 

Carter: | think they've been very unfair. They 
played him up as kind of a dumb south- 
emer and what have you, which he ain't. 
Jimmy's probably the most brilliant man 
I've ever known in my life. The news media 
looks at him as a southerner instead of as 
president. 

Penthouse: They categorize him? 

Carter: Yeah, | think so. Calegorize. Cas- 
trate, maybe, not categorize. 

Penthouse: What do you think of Jimmy's 
staff? What about Jody Powell? 

Carter: | think Jody would be better off run- 
ning a farm in Vienna, myself. 

Penthouse: You think he’s not doing a good 
job as press secretary? 

Carter: | don't know. Jimmy's got too many 
young kids around him—Jody Powell, 
Hamilton Jordan—to know what's going 
‘on, | think the best thing, in my personal 
opinion, which ain't worth a shit, is that 
Jimmy would be better off to appoint 
somebody—whether it's Jody or Hamil- 
ton—as chief of the staff and let him run the 
damn thing. | think what he’s got now is 
infighting between everybody on the staff. 
Frankly, | don’t trust any of thern enough to 
talk to them. | don't trust them being around 
Jimmy, | think they're stabbing each other in 
the back more than they're helping Jimmy. 
Penthouse: Do you have anything against 
Jordan? 

Carter: He's a kid. | don't know, He's got a 
good job. | don't know what the hell Hamil- 
ton does, 

Penthouse: What did you think about the 
incident when he reportedly spit a drink at 
some lady in a bar? 

Carter: | haven't talked to him about it. | 
don't know whether he did it or not. 


Penthouse: |s that the sort of thing you 
would expect him to do? 

Carter: | think Ham's an asshole, myself. | 
don't know whether he did it or not, be- 
cause | don't believe (he press. 
Penthouse: What do you think of Peter 
Bourne? 

Carter: | know Peter probably as well as 
anybody there, | think what Peter did was 
stupid as hell. He wrote that prescription 
and admitted he wrote it, | don't think Peter 
was too damn bright to do it 

Penthouse: Since we're talking of person- 
alities, what do you think of Richard Nixon? 
Carter: | met him one time. | thought he was 
a real fine fellow. The first president | ever 
met was Richard Nixon, | met him and his 
wife. | thought he was a real fine fellow. 
Penthouse; Do you still think so, after 
Watergate? 

Carter: | think he's still a fine fellow, but | 
think he was stupid as hell not to burn all the 
damn tapes when everybody was getting 
on his ass. 

Penthouse: | hear Larry Flyntis an enemy of 
yours. Why don’t you like him? 

Carter: He made a statement about Mother 
when he first got reborn, about using my 
mother as a centerfold in a magazine along 
with a black Jesus. That just slightly pissed 
me off. 

Penthouse: How did your mother react? 
Carter: She got very, very pissed off 
Penthouse: What did you think when he 
was shot? 

Carter: Well, he’s still blaming it on me. | 
once made a statementon a talk show that | 
had a hit man out for him. “He's going to 
beat the shit out of Flynt"—that's all said. 
So Jack Anderson wrote for four days in a 
row that | was responsible for Flynt 
Penthouse: Did you have anything to do 
with the shooting? 

Carter: | had nothing whatsoever to do with 
the shooting of Larry Flynt. If I'd had some- 
body shoot Larry Flynt, he wouldn't be in 
the hospital now. 

Penthouse: What do you mean? 

Carter: He'd be dead! 

Penthouse: You've said before that you 
admire George Wallace. 

Carter: | think he's a great man. If Wallace 
had run, | would have worked for him. He's 
a friend of mine. My wife is from Wallace’s 
hometown 

Penthouse: Why is he a great man? 
Carter; | think he went a long way with what 
he had. | believe his philosophy was really a 
lot more liberal than most people think. 
Penthouse: A lot of people think he’s totally 
prosegregation. 

Carter: | don't think so, really. 

Penthouse: What do you think he stands 
for? 

Carter: | think he’s a real progressive gov 
ernor. He's done more tor Alabarna than 
anybody ever has. And as I've said before, 
and I'll say again: | think if Jimmy hadn't 
been my brother, | would have supported 
George Wallace tor president, which | did 
before. 

Penthouse: Most of us remember George 
Wallace standing in a schoolhouse door in 


Alabama, blocking integration 

Carter: That was a long time ago, Who 
wouldn't have back then? 

Penthouse: A\| kinds of conflicting things 
have been written about where you stand 
on the issue of race relations. What is your 
real position? 

Carter: Oh Lord, that's kind of a hard ques- 
tlon to answer, I've known as many good 
blacks as good whites. I've known a lot of 
sorry blacks and a lot of sorry whites, and, 
really, | have no prejudice whatsoever as far 
as blacks, whites, or what have you goes, | 
was raised with blacks. When | started 
school, there were two white kids in the 
school. All my friends were black. And | 
have black friends now. And white friends: 
But|'m not going to say | can stand a sorry 
‘son of a bitch, whether he's black or white 
Penthouse: Where do you stand on gay 
rights? What do you think of Anita Bryant? 
Carter: | think anybody ought to be able to 
eal in public if they want to, 

Penthouse: What does that mean? 


« 


The United States 
government 
has treated me 
like shit. 


, 


Carter: Really, | think she’s full of shit. As far 
as gay rights go, if they wanlto doit, shit... . 
Penthouse: Do you have any gay friends? 
Carter: | have a couple. A friend of my wife 
and mine is a staunch lesbian, and the guy 
who cuts my hair is as gay as he can be. | 
still consider them friends of mine. What 
they want to do after they get off work ain't 
none of my damn business. 

Penthouse: What about women’s rights? 
Carter: I'm against the ERA. | think women 
are equal to a certain extent but not fully 
equal. | think they should get paid the same. 
amount and what have you, but! don't think 
they should go so far as having complete 
equal rights in terms of the draft or the 
services or having the same bathroom as 
men and all that kind of stuff, | think a 
woman ought to be a woman. | think she 
should stay home and have babies and 
cook supper. 

Penthouse: Some people have said that a 
lot of the residents of Plains belong either to 
the Ku Klux Klan, the White Citizens’ Coun- 
cil, or the John Birch Society, or that they at 
least support the objectives of these or- 
ganizations. 

Carter: | don't really think so. | don’t think 
there's but two Klansmen in or around 


Plains. Well, there are some outside of 
Plains. | was raised with the two in Plains. 
They were my closest neighbors when | 
was growing up, and both of them are pret- 
ty good guys 

Now the White Citizens’ Council doesnt 
exist any longer. The John Birch Society 
decided it was going strong, but | don't 
hear anything out of it now; it's real low-key, 
if it’s still going. As I've said before and say 
now, I'm one of the few people who ten 
years ago could go toa SNCC meeting one 
night and go to a KKK rally the next day and 
be accepted, and nobody would give me 
any shit. | don't give a damn about a man's 
politics and what he thinks as long as he's a 
good guy. | could care 
Penthouse: Some people say that a guy's 
politics define whether he's a good guy or 
nol. 
Carter: I'm not sure. | have some real good 
friends who are John Birchers. | have some 
real good friends who are liberal as hell. | 
have some friends who are Klansmen— 
only two at home, though. | know some 
Klansmen over the country, but they're stil) 
good people. They still take care of their 
wives and children and stil| do a good job. 
Penthouse: |t's reported that you some- 
times use the word nigger 
Carter: Yeah, | still say “nigger.” | was 
raised with the word. | say “blacks” nor 
mally, but | know as many good blacks as | 
do good whites; | know as many sorry 
whites as | do sorry blacks and Indians and 
what have you. 
Penthouse: You must also know that the 
word nigger jars the sensibilities of many 
people. 
Carter: Yeah. It does. But where | come 
from, that's the way people talk. It's just a 
language question. 
Penthouse: You don't think it indicates a 
hostility toward blacks? 
Carter: Some. As | say, Plains is still ex- 
tremely segregated. It's not really known, 
but I'll tell you something | don't think I've 
told before: the reason | lost my first council 
race was because | thought we needed a 
black on the council, | was unopposed, but 
| withdrew from the election, and a black 
man was elected. | let him run. He ran un- 
opposed, and he did a real good job. He 
got beat the next election, but he did a real 
good job. 
Penthouse: Do you think Jimmy is doing a 
good job as president? 
Carter: | think he's doing a good job. | think 
the press crucified him, but | think he's 
doing a good job. | don't think anybody 
could do a... it ain't easy. | don't think 
anybody in the world could have the job 
he's got and satisfy even half the people. 
Penthouse: Would you agree, nonetheless, 
that many other presidents have been 
much more popular than Jimmy? 
Carter; Yeah. But | think one reason Jim- 
my's unpopular is because Jimmy says 
basically what he thinks. He don't shoot a 
fot of bullshit, like a lot of them did. It's bad 
to say right now, but | think I'm probably 
more popular than Jimmy is in the United 
States right today. 
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Penthouse: Why do you think that's so? 
Carter: Because | get along with folks. 
Penthouse: And Jimmy doesn't? 

Carter: | think he does, really. | think the 
Harris Poll has really torn Jimmy down. | 
think Jimmy will be the next president 
Penthouse: Will you campaign for Jimmy if 
he runs for reelection? 

Carter: |'ll work for him, and | think he'll ask 
me to, | think it kinda helps him. | think | 
kinda offset his born-again Southern Bap- 
tist Christianity, if you know what I'm talking 
about, It kinda averages out: the staunch 
Christian and a shit-ass. He's on one side, 
and I'm on the other. 

Penthouse: Could you go into politics your- 
self? 

Carter: Not right now. | may, but not right 
now. If | ran for anything, it would probably 
be for senator or governor, But | don't 
toresee that 

Penthouse: When you were running for 
local office a few years ago, you said that 
you'd appoint only old cronies and political 
hacks to public office. You also said that 
you were going to have a press officer who 
used such off-color language that nothing 
he said could be printed. Were you kid- 
ding? 

Carter: That's a little bit misstated. | said 
anybody I'd appoint would be a friend and 
a supporter. My press officer would be my 
friend Hog Pen Johnson, who still works for 
me, and he would have used such off-color 
language that it wouldn't be quoted. | said | 
would not support the best man for the 
job—strictly friends and supporters. 
Penthouse: You were serious? 

Carter: | was serious 

Penthouse: Do you think that’s the way to 
run government? 

Carter: I'd rather have somebody | trust in 
there than somebody who voted against 
me. 

Penthouse: But presumably you'd want the 
man who could do the best job. 

Carter: | don't think so. | think what you 
ought to have in the jobs are the people 
who supported you to start with. 
Penthouse: What do you remember about 
growing up in Plains? 

Carter: Oh, | think probably the best mem- 
ory was when we were farming. We moved 
out when | was twelve years old, We lived on 
a dirt road out in the country. And I'll have to 
admit, | never did work like Jimmy did, like 
he says he did. | had a real good childhood 
Penthouse: Who were your heroes when. 
you were growing up? 

Carter: | guess probably the only one was. 
my father, | was real secluded growing up, | 
was real close to my father. After he died, | 
went in the Marine Corps and got married. 
Penthouse: How old were you when your 
father died? 

Carter: Sixteen. 

Penthouse: How do you remember him? 
Carter: He was the biggest influence on 
Jimmy and me. There's been a lot of bad 
press about him, but every bit of it is wrong. 
The press said he was a member of the Ku 
Klux Klan, which was not true at all. In fact, | 
think he was probably the most loved man. 
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Penthouse: How did the bad stories get 
started? 
Carter: Well, alot of it was Jimmy's shit from 
his book, | won't say Jimmy talked about 
the Ku Klux Klan specifically, but he talked 
about being so strong toward the blacks 
and Daddy being so much against them 
and all that. 

| guess the worst thing that ever hap- 
pened to me was when my father died. | 
was the baby of the family, and | was Dad- 
dy’s boy, if you know what I'm talking about. 
| used to travel with him, ride with him, from, 
the time | was old enough to walk. Right 
alter Daddy died, | joined the Marine 
Corps. | left home, and | didn’t go back for 
about nine years, 
Penthouse: Did you go into the Marine 
Corps as a result of his death? 
Carter: No, | went to get away from home. 
Penthouse: Why did you want to get away 
from home? 
Carter: It's kinda hard to figure, Jimmy 
came home, and | didn’t know him, and 


* 


The guy al the 
IRS said, “You don’t want 
the publicity 
by going into federal 
court now.” Hell, 
man, that's what | do want. 


? 


then there was Momma and ail that... | 
wanted to get married. 

Penthouse: What do you mean by “Momma 
and all that"? 

Carter: Well, | don’t quite know how to de- 
scribe it. After my father died, my mother 
went into a fraternity and became a 
housemother and left home. She went 
around the country and the world. | stayed 
at home for a year after Daddy died. And as 
soon as | was eighteen, | joined the Marine 
Corps. Then | came back to finish high 
school 

Penthouse: When Jimmy was elected pres- 
ident, you were managing the Carter 
peanul warehouse, Why did you leave? 
Carter: Jimmy turned it over to a blind trust. 
First, | tried to buy the business, but the 
blind trust turned down the sale: 
Penthouse: Why? 

Carter: Because they're blind as hell. 
Penthouse: Why did you want to buy it? 
Carter: Because | loved it. That's all I've 
ever done 

Penthouse: Would you still like to have it? 
Carter: | wouldn't have it now if you gave it to 
me, They've ruined it. They've turned it over 
to an outfit that has lost about ninety per- 
cent of the business it had 


But it's kinda hard on me now. They're 

gathering the crops now. It makes me want 
to cry every lime | pass my peanut fields. 
Penthouse: What is your life like now? What 
do you do when you're at home? 
Carter: When I'm home, | go to bed around 
10:00 at night. Then | wake up around 1:00 
or 1:30 and read tor a couple hours, lay 
back down at 4:00, and kinda nap till 4:30, 
5:30, Then | go down to the police station in 
Plains—they're the only ones up—and 
stand around until 6:30, when | go over to 
the Best Western Motel and spend the rest 
of the morning there, till about 9:00. Then | 
go by the office for about two hours, to the 
station for an hour or two, and go home 
about 1:00 and play with the children. 

But I'm on the road most of the time. Most 
people in Plains don't think | do a damn 
thing. Everybody says, "You don't do shit. 
You travel around the country making 
money. You just travel around all the time.” 
Well, | do travel all the time. | do make 
money. Bul, frankly, | think | earn it, 

e: At $300,000 a year, you're still 
making a good bit more than the president 
of the United States does. 

Carter: | work harder than he does. | don't 
have all the fringe benefits he has, 
Penthouse: | understand you read a lot. 
Carter: Yeah, | read about five, six, seven 
books a week, 

Penthouse: What kinds of things do you 
read? 

Carter: Mostly junk that | pick up at airports. 
lread a little bit of everything. 

Penthouse; What have you read lately? 
Carter: Oh Lord, | hate to admit it, but | don't 
even know. 

Penthouse: You read so much that you 
can't remember what you've read? 

Carter: | never know what I'm reading. 
Penthouse: According to one story, your 
wife once cooked you a romantic dinner, 
with your favorite food and with candles on 
the table, and you sat down and started to 
read a book, And she walked right out into 
a snowstorm. 

Carter: Yeah. She said, "I'm leaving you." | 
went out and caught her and brought her 
back—| went right out in the snowstorm, 
barefoot, without a shirt on, | was out there 
for a couple of hours. 

Penthouse: Does she still get mad at you 
for reading al the table? 

Carter: Oh, no, Lord. When she’s at the 
table now, there will be three of us there 
reading. All my kids read. 

Penthouse: Realistically, for how many 
more years do you think there will be a 
market for what you do? 

Carter: | really don't know. It could last for 
several years; it could stop tomorrow, It's 
hard to figure. I'm ready to do it until | get 
tired of doing it. So far I'm not tired of doing 
it. enjoy it. 

Penthouse: Will you still appeal to crowds 
when you're not the president's brother? 
Carter: | think so. One of the best things 
that is happening now is thal when we 
come into a town, they don't say, “Jimmy 
Carter's brother's coming.” They say “Billy 
Carter's coming." It's a big step. O+—q, 
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By the year 2000, perfect weapons, such 
as laser guns, neutron grenades, and man-made deadly viruses, 
may make peace the only possible solution 


BY MICHAEL LEDEEN 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY WAYNE McLOUGHLIN 


s recently as 1969, American scien- 
FY tists believed that a killer laser beam 
was science fiction. Anyone with even 
an elementary knowledge of high-school 
physics, they argued, would realize that a 
beam strong enough to shoot down incom 
ing enemy missile warheads would require 
a 500-megawatt power station, roughly the 
size of the generating capacity serving 
Columbus, Ohio, Russian scientists did not 
laugh as loud as ours; they are now testing 
a similar weapon 
This example dernonstrates how rapidly 
modern weaponry is changing. The 
battlefield of the year 2000 will be as differ- 
ent from that of the Second World War as 
the Concorde is from the horse and buggy. 
In what follows, we have described several 
of the most revolutionary weapons that will 
determine the tactics and strategy of mili- 
tary warfare in the twenty-first century. 
The basic revolution in warfare in the year 
2000 will be the use of lethal energy. For 
centuries, we have been building contain: 
ers in which explosions hav n deliv. 
ered to their targets (from firecrackers to 
bullets to ICBMs). In the next century en- 
ergy itself will be used, without any “pack 
aging" or delivery mechanism, Energy will 
move directly frorn source to target, revolu 
tionizing the basic concepts of warfare 


Ray gun 
The foot soldier of the twenty-first century 
will be equipped with a laser-beam gun 
This weapon will emit short bursts of high: 


power energy traveling at the spe of 
light 

The laser’s energy is limited to the 
amount each soldier can carry around on 
his shoulders, and thus the weapon will be 


designed conserve its power 
moment of kill. The infinitesimally 
ergy bursts (roughly 1 nano’ 
will be used first to locate the target 
laser will emit a relatively low-e! 
for this purpose, although the beam will 
slrong enough to blind an enemy soldier 

Unlike guns or bombs that are aimed 
et, the laser weapons of the 


for the 
hort en: 


econd each) 
The 
ergy beam 


year 


uch 
1Qy 


ighly refined 
reflecting 
h its ceramic 
designed to divert 
ictim 


devices, like the helmet (abc 
reflector face shield, which is 
the killer ray from its intended vi 
er blindness 


and 


prevent le 


will be placed on tly as a 
flashlight beam is placed on an abject. Per 
fect accuracy is therefore possible: if you 
can see your enemy, you can kill him 

The killer laser will not be restricted to 
foot soldiers; the wars of the twenty-first 
century will be fought with tanks, helicop: 
ters, and machine guns, all sending oul 
silent beams of pulsating energy. Battle 
fields will be dotted with mobile power 
sources for recharging the lasers, and a 
large number of supply personnel will be 
required to drive the mobile recharge units 
from which soldiers will get fresh “ammuni 
tion. 

There are two possible defense maneu 
vers against the killer ray: a reflecting de- 
vice or highly refined camouflage. Reflect 
ing devices could take two forms: a power 
ful energy field that repels the beam or a 
reflecting ceramic shield. The best de- 


fense, however, is concealme all 
CONTINUED E16 


gun, powered by a 
arget with a 


to deliver the death blast 


ase the 


energy output 
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The primary defensive weapon of the 
twenty-first century will be Ihe charged-particle 
beam (CPB), composed of charged atomic 
particles and capable of destroying incoming 
ballistic-missile warheads. These will be 
mounted on remotely piloted vehicles, such as 
tanks (above), with atlached power sources that 
will supply the energy required for long-range 
beams. Submarines (near right) in the 
twenty-first century will bear little resemblance 
to the submarines of today. Because they will 
be remotely piloted by a “black box," or 
transmission unit, future submarines 

will be less than hai! the size 
of those currently in use and thus will 

be much less vulnerable. 
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The diagram on the left illustrates how ICBMs 
ave first detected and located with radar. A 
computer then identities the threat and 
determines the trajectory and the point of 
Interception, and the charged particle beam is 
aimed, The CPB strikes the incoming missile at 
approximately 800 to 900 miles above the earth, 
destroying the electronic circuitry of the missile, 
which crashes to earth without exploding 
Although ICBMs travel al Mach 9 to Mach 14 
(nine to fourteen times the speed of sound), 
they are virtually sitting ducks for the CPB, 
which travels at the speed of light. Only 
twenty-two CPB complexes would be required 
to protect the continental United States from 
enemy missiles. 
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Antisubmarine warfare today is dependent on 
sonar detection and destruction by depth 
charges or torpedoes. In the twenty-first century 
antisubmarine warfare will be conducted by 
tapidly moving hovercraft (above) equipped 
with rotating laser-generating heads, which will 
sweep the seas with a killer /aser bearn. This will 
create a laser “net,” which will destroy the 
submarine as soon as it jocates it. 

The hovercratl will also carry a 
chargea-partit/e-beam generator, 

radar for air defense, and a 
vertical-takeolt-ang-landing fighter plane for 
close-range kills. The laser and the hover rotors 
will be powered by an on-board nuclear 

reactor power source 
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PS 


Instead of charged-particle-beam generators, 
some tanks of the future (near left) will be 
equipped with retractable laser beam 
generators. These remotely piloted tanks will be 
much more economical and less vulnerable 
because the human bulk will be taken out and 
the crew functions replaced by 

small "black box” controls. The tanks will 

be protected against killer jaser beams by 
ceramic armor and through the use of 
camouflage. The ray gun infantry 

(lar left) of the twenty-first century 

may be composed of either human or robot 
soldiers armed with antilaser visors, backpack 
beam generators, and helmets with built-in 
radios and laser-detection devices. 
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IVY JIVE 


The fifties are 
recycled in flash tones. 


FASHION BY ED EMMERLING/PHOTOGRAPHS BY KARL STOECKER 


, American fashion looks back to the fifties but adds 

ties touches as well. The casual, often tailored lines 

are Ivy League. But the bright colors, the iridescent disco-flash 

brics, the funky and nonchalant effect, the brazen mingling of 
verything trom cosmic-cowboy touches to cartoon gar 


Wlar pullover shirt 

oplin pants with drawstring belt ($26) by 

of Trend-Master, Inc. The jade-green zip-tant cotton jacket 

with raglan shoulders ($80) by New Man; turquoise eight-pocketed 

jeans ($30) by UFQ; red silk and cotton Tshirt ($55) by Linea 
Pitti, Both natural-straw military caps by Marsha A 

natural, $20, in $24). All antique stickpins, ¢ 
orge G. Graham Galleries. Gitl's turnout and 


his ensemble combines a 
($29) with smal able ilk tie ($9), quilted 
), ple 
Ruoi-Dit-It, Red espaarille 
and cashmere blanket-stole 
jgns, Inc.; jewelty by Joseph Mazer; shoes by Vittorio Ri 


all dramatically combined in shirts, jackets, trousers, and vests. 
This unprecedented emphasis on color is bound to stir up controversy, but after 
years of naturals and neutrals, it may also stir up some badly needed excitement. 


(opposite) Jivey Ivy: the double-breasted, unconstructed cotton jacket with detachable shoulder 
pads ($45), iridescent magenta cotton shirt (about $33), black velour vest (about $25), and 
itidescent-copper cotton jeans (about $50). Ensemble by John Karl, Ltd. Metallic mesh ties by 
Whiting and Davis, New York. Her silk taffeta teddy by Pamela Barish; jewelry by Ann Peerce; 
jewels on cashmere stole by Joseph Mazer; black-satin boots by Vittorio Ricci. 

(below) Western Flash: the satin western shirt sporting a smaller collar has appliquéd rose motif 
and glass-beaded fringe ($116) and is by Sydney Blum Designs; all-cotton pleated jeans ($60) 
by New Man; metallic belt at La Bagagerie, New York; silk western scar! at George G. Graham. The 
medium-weight cowhide boots (about $95) by Frye Boot Co. Her raspberry metallic cocoon coat, 
bodysuit, and gauntlet by Larry Le Gaspi; jewelry by Giorgio Sant'Angelo; Charles Jourdan shoes 
colored by Pat Kurs. 


Women’s clothes slyled by Pat Kurs, Hair by Christian of Cinandre; makeup by Sandra Lintec 


For information on where to buy merchandise featured here, see page 164. 
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FORUM HAS 
THE oo 


YES! Start FORUM coming to me ah { 
| once. Enclosed is my check or money 
jorder for $12.00 for 1 year (12 
issues)—a saving of $6.25 under what 
others pay at the newsstand (when 
| they can find it before it is sold out). 


! FORUM SUBSCRIPTION DEPT. 


| PO Box 930 
| Farmingdale, N.Y. 11737 


Now On Sale | 
; Name 


! Address 
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What turns a woman on? How long 
should a man last? How can you 
really pleasure your partner in new 
and fantastically exciting ways? 
FOR HONEST ANSWERS TO 
THESE—AND COUNTLESS 
OTHER FASCINATING PER- 
SONAL QUESTIONS, YOU'LL 
WANT TO TURN TO FORUM 
EVERY MONTH. OVER 4 MIL- 
LION ADULTS READ EVERY IS- 
SUE OF FORUM—THE MOST 
REVOLUTIONARY, HONEST, 
OPEN MAGAZINE PUBLISHED 
IN THE WORLD TODAY! 


SUBSCRIBE 
NOW! 


Take advantage of our special limited 
offer for extra savings. 


EVERY 
MONTH 
YOU COME 
ACROSS 
THE DELICIOUSLY 
UNEXPECTED! 


It's the dead of winter. Outside your 
living-room window there's a blustery 
cold rainstorm, which has royally 
screwed up your weekend. 

The mail comes, and in it is your copy 
of the latest PENTHOUSE fresh off the 
presses. 

Suddenly, you're walking down a gor- 
geously hot, deserted beach. You come 
round a sand dune to discover luscious 
Jane Hargrave wearing part of a patriotic 
bikini. She’s been waiting for you—won- 
dering where you've been—because 
she’s about to go for a frolic in the al- 
together and didn’t want you to miss the 
show. 

Bob Guccione, who captured Jane in 
this wonderfully unguarded moment, 
calls her “easily one of the most erotically 
beautiful women | have ever met... and 
‘one of the most interesting.” 

Elsewhere in your copy of PENT- 
HOUSE, you'll roar at the outrageous car- 
toons . . . be teased, incensed, amused, 
delighted, infuriated—by the finest fi 
tion and non-fiction, political exposés, 
men's fashion, exotic new products from 
electronics to records to books . . . 

. plus many more splendid treats like 
Jane. Take one more look at her. Doesn't 
she make you want to stand up for the 
flag and forget all about a crurnmy rainy 
afternoon? 


PENTHOUSE 
IS A CONTINUAL DELIGHT 
12 TIMES A YEAR. 
SUBSCRIBE NOW— 
ONLY $20.00 A YEAR. 
(YOU SAVE $5.00 UNDER WHAT 
OTHERS PAY AT THE 
NEWSSTAND— IF PENTHOUSE 
HASN'T ALREADY SOLD OUT.) 
MAIL YOUR PAYMENT 
TODAY! 
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POPULISM 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 60 


alienated minorities and the poor. 

(5) Direct democracy would be ineffi- 
cient, inviting endless public debates 
rather than permitting the sort of fast, 
smooth government action today's fast- 
moving, complex world demands, 

(6) It would discourage the best and the 
brightest from seeking leadership roles, 
because ordinary people would be in a 
position to disagree with them. 

(7) ltwould place us at a disadvantage in 
confronting totalitarian governments that 
do not have to bother with popular opinion 
in making decisions. 

(8) It would encourage citizens to chal- 
lenge existing authority, 

The objections have no definitive an- 
swers, nor are they to be taken as unchal- 
lengeable. Such questions are at the heart 
of the new populism, and they must be 
answered as part of a social and individual 
process in which personal and community 
experience and perceptions provide the 
strongest base. Politics, the new populists 
could hold, is not the exact science that 
both doctrinaire capitalist economists and 
Marxist theorists claim it to be. The new 
populism sees politics as human action, 
subject to all the diversity of human prefer- 
ences and differences. 

However, here is the way the new 


populism, or, rather, a new populist, might 
answer the objections respectively: 

(1) Mobs are defined by the person look- 
ing atthem. The British thought that George 
Washington's rattag militia was a mob. 
Some of us think of mobs as an army of 
liberation, Mob is a scare word, not an 
exact, inflexible description, 

(2) As to whether the citizenry is edu- 
cated enough to vote on laws, may | invite 
your attention to the indisputable fact that 
many members of Congress, in both 
houses, now routinely vote on bills the con- 
tents of which are either unknown to them 
or are extremely fuzzy. This nation has em- 
barked on a system of mass higher educa- 
tion; its citizens have a higher capacity for 
knowing and understanding proposed ini- 
tiatives than do those of any other nation. 
The problem is not one of lack of education; 
rather, itis one of getting them involved in 
the great public issues. This the initiative 
would do.—Arthur S. Miller, professor of 
law, George Washington University, testify- 
ing on the proposed national initiative. 

(3) An examination of the initiative pro- 
posals approved by the voters suggests 
that regardless of the large amounts of 
money spent [by special interests] in the 
campaigns, the great percentage of such 
ballot propositions have failed. In fact, in a 
number of recent campaigns where spe- 
cial interest spending was high, money 
was a factor in the defeat of the proposal. 
This does not mean that every such effort 
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has been a failure, but the record is clear 
that most of the time voters have rejected 
efforts to obtain special privileges ... there 
is no evidence to permit a prediction that a 
different outcome would occur under a na- 
tional initiative process,—Professor Larry 
Berg, University of Southern California, in a 
report on the history of initiatives prepared 
for the U.S. Senate. 

(4) This argument actually is an exact 
description of the situation today, in which 
national politics is dominated by a relatively 
small class of professional politicians 
(mainly lawyers) and by voters who are lop- 
sidedly representative of the higher income 
and education levels, As it now stands, the 
vast middle class of working people and 
professionals other than lawyers (scien- 
tists, engineers, and so on) are off to the 
side. A national initiative would offer every 
opportunity for their involvement, not their 
exclusion, As for the very poor and minori- 
ties, a national-initiative process would 
offer the strongest possible platform for 
putting their views before every other citi- 
zen in the nation. 

(5) The word inefficient could be re- 
placed with the word deliberative. Indeed, 
the initiative might not be the fastest way to 
get things done, but it would be the most 
publicly considered way to get things 
done. Liberty is is rarely efficient. Itis slow, 
involves a lot of argument, and does not 
move in ways that threaten individuals or 
their communities 

(6) This is surely a subjective matter. Do 
the best and brightest now rule? The major 
mark of politicians today is not wisdom but 
ambition. 

(7) To adopt the ways of your enemy, in 
order to oppase that enemy, is to surrender 
to the enemy's way of doing things without 
any resistance at all. 

(8) Without challenge, no authority 
should be legitimate, much less respected. 
In politics the eternal struggle has been 
between those who, as authoritarians, be- 
lieve that power must not be challenged 
and those friends of liberty who believe that 
the only legitimate power is that formed 
from the agreement of the people, who, in 
turn, are expected, as the highest respon- 
sibility of their citizenship, to test it con- 
stantly to be sure that it does, in fact, repre- 
sent an honest social contract. 


Today interest in national politics has 
shrunk to a dangerously low level. Jimmy 
Carter was elected by only twenty-seven 
percent of the American citizens eligible to 
vote in 1976; he is a minority ruler if there 
ever was one. 

More laws are made by fewer people 
Federal regulations passed without any 
public control have wrecked small busi- 
nesses and family farms. 

The new populism is our response. It is 
self-reliant democracy that proclaims that 
free citizens do not need leaders to move 
them; they need space to move in. 

The new populism, finally, is what you 
make of it. That is what liberty and the 
American Dream are all about.O+—3, 


“If the Royal Engineer isn't overly busy, mayhaps I'd have a word with him?" 
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“It had to describe my looks in one word,” muses pretty Susan Waide, “I 
guess it would be ‘sultry.”” There's a provocative pout to 
her mouth, along with a beckoning look in her eyes that seems to hypnotize men. 
Her 36-24-36 inches’ worth of persuasive curves 
might also explain her bewitching appeal. “When my boyfriend first saw me 
with my clothes off," Susan grins, "he said, ‘Baby, you've got the 
Kind of hourglass figure that makes time stand still 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY BOB GUCCIONE 


@My boyfriend . . . said,“ Baby, you've got the kind of hourglass figure that makes time stand still." 


But tempus will fugit . .. sometimes to wonderful 
advantages, as in the case of our twenty-four-year-old 
California dream girl, who first graced the pages of 
Penthouse as the 1975 December Pet of the Month. “I've 
matured and ripened in the past few years,” she 
tells us. “Then | was on the threshold of womanhood. My sexuality 
was still a novelty, and now it's different—now it's controlled, 
and | can see things more objectively. | have a much 
better understanding of relationships, too... what to expect, how 
much to give and take, when to take things seriously.” 
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@/ prefer tenderness and gentleness in bed. There's no such thing as a man who's too romantic. 


‘And I'm not at all antifeminist,” she adds earnestly, “because 
I think men should have exactly the same priority about 
the women in their lives. People invest so much hard work 
and time in becoming financially well off that their emotional 
lives become more and more impoverished. It takes will- 
power and imagination to learn to understand and 
sympathize with your partner's point of view.” In bed Susan 
likes “tendemess and gentleness—a man who's sure 
enough of his sexuality to enable us both to drift, rather than 
tush, into orgasm. There's no such thing as a man who's 
too romantic." 
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“My boyfriend 
won me over 
when he made 
love to me the 
first time by 
tying me into his 
bedroom, where 
he'd builta warm 
fire for me. 
Everything he 
did made me 
feel worshiped.” 
With a woman 
like Susan to 
idolize, it's easy 
tosee howa 
man could put 
no lesser god- 
dess before 


her... O+-7y 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 74 


quite suspiciously consisted of himself, a 
Chinaman, a dog, and a chubby teenage 
girl. 

“Alice” (CBS). This show, as worn-out as 
its heroine, is for men who like older 
women. A six-pack of Budweiser and she's 
out of her panty girdle, breathing loneli- 
ness, honesty, and Russian dressing into 
your damp, Oedipal ear—while her kid 
watches. 

“The Love Boat” (ABC). Passengers and 
crew fuck each other's brains out, or try to, 
aboard America's greatest metaphorical 
vessel since The Pequod, But be fore- 
warned: Julie McCoy lets only the captain 
come in her mouth. 

“Petticoat Junction” (syndicated). Bob- 
bie Jo, Billie Jo, and Betty Jo, three love- 
starved daughters of Eleusis, ovulating in 
the shadow of the impotent, phalluslike 
train Cannonball, await the Faulknerian 
Apocalypse of their unclean lust, They've 
got it all over Hassie and Ellie Mae 

“Flying High” (CBS), This new series is 
about stewardesses. They're not the sort of 
real-life stewardesses who tell you, “No, 
you can't have another drink because ev- 
erything is locked up, and we're going to 
be landing in a few minutes.” The stews of 
“Flying High" don't even take speed. Lisa 
just wants your money. Parn wants to talk 


about movies. That leaves Marcy, whose 
skirt is flimsy and who is dumb enough to 
fuck somebody who's flying coach. 

“Hee Haw” (syndicated): Turn the vol- 
ume off so that you won't hear Roy Clark 
and Buck Owens a-pickin' and a-grinnin’ 
their variations upon the theme of gross 
mediocrity. What you will then witness is 
simply the grandest leg-art show in the his- 
tory of broadcasting. A must for leg fetish- 
ists. Or, with the volume on, for masochists, 

“Rhoda” (CBS). This classic divorced 
bitch with big tits and a bigger mouth has 
found many admirers, both male and 
female. Those who don't feel a need to be 
pussy-whipped by the Salome of the 
Grand Concourse may find much of inter- 
est in her shleppy sister, Brenda, who not 
only is a cheap date acting as if she'd fuck 
anybody if he'd only just ask but also has a 
very bovine mouth, 

“The Price is Right" (NBC). Young 
housewives in unfashionably short skirts 
scream, writhe, jump, run, and grovel at the 
feet of Bob Barker in a frenzy of whorish 
greed. 

“| Dream of Jeannie” (syndicated). The 
ultimate dominance fantasy comes to life 
as Barbara Eden pouts—her breasts 
pomaceous beneath thin rayon, her child 
tummy like the lea of desire—in oblation to 
him whom she calls Master. 

“The PTL Club” (syndicated). Make 
them watch you do it. Or, better yet, call 
them up and let them hear you doing it. The 


thrill of evil should never be discounted. 

“Bewitched” (syndicated). Samantha 
cockles her pretty nose and wreaks her 
witchly will upon mortal men. She can have 
whatever she pleases, and what does she 
choose? To cook your roast and assuage 
the pangs of your herringbone soul with the 
flesh of her blondeness. And she has the 
best body in reruns. 

“The Little Rascals" (syndicated). These 
televised episodes of the “Our Gang” com- 
edies are an eternal joy to paedophiles. 
Keep your eyes on little Darla and know the 
true meaning of dangerous desire. As one 
children’s television host has reportedly 
said, "If she’s old enough to bleed, she's 
old enough to butcher.” 

“Today” (NBC). | used to rise early to get 
at Barbara Walters, who met my matinal 
thrusts with the rote lispings of what might 
once have been passion. It was a sick rela- 
tionship, and | was relieved to see her go. 
Now there is Jane Pauley. Surrounded by 
Tom Brokaw, Gene Shalit, and the inexpli- 
cable Dr. Art Uline, young Jane looks to us 
for satisfaction. She changes her hair and 
hemline frequently to elicit our rutting in- 
stinct. She lowers her eyelids and curls the 
corners of her lips. But when we wave our 
cocks at her image on the tube, she does 
not respond. No doubt, a new day has 
begun and, with it, a new way of loving. 

As Claude Kirschner of “Terrytoon Cir- 
cus” used to say, “Now it’s time for most of 
you to go to bed.” Get down. O+-_ 
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LUXURY Z 


Datsun 280ZX: The Z-car 
completes a ten-year transformation from Spartan 
roadrunner to luxury Grand Tourer. 


BY WADE HOYT 


classified in two groups: sports cars and Grand Touring cars. A 

sports car was a Spartan device with little or nothing on it that 
didn’t help to make it go fast. Morgans, Cobras, MG's, and Sprit 
were typical examples. GT cars were usually big, powerful, ex- 
pensive, and relatively luxurious surface missiles that could get 
you from point to point as fast as any sports car but without 
mussing your hair. Today Ferrari, Maserati, Lamborghini, Jaguar, 
and Aston Martin are 
the prestige marques 
in the GT category. 

When Datsun first 
introduced its 240Z in 
1970, it had many of 
the characteristics of 
a GT car: sleek coupé 
bodywork, a big six- 
cylinder engine, 
four-wheel indepen- 
dent suspension. But 
the original Z-car also 
had the harsh and 
noisy ride of a Spartan 
sports car. 

Over the years, as 
the Big Six engine 
grew from 2.4 to 2.8 
liters (ina vain attempt 
to stay ahead of pow- 
errobbing emission 
controls), Nissan 
Motors gradually soft- 
ened the Z-car’s ride, 
added sound-deadening material, and otherwise civilized the 
beast. Inthe process the Z-car has become the best-selling sports 
car of all time. So it's no surprise that the 1979 2802ZX model! bears 
a very strong resemblance to its predecessors—you don't mess 
with a winner! 

Although virtually every body panel of the ZX has been 
changed, the casual observer will have to study the new model 
carefully to detect any changes at all. Rather than undertaking a 
radical restyling, Nissan opted for a subtle cleaning up of awkward 
details on the original shape, many of which had been tacked on 
over the years. to meet safety laws unforeseen by the original 
designers, There is now more glass area, improved rear-quarter 
vision, increased luggage capacity, bigger and cleaner tail lights, 
and better integration of the S-mph crash bumpers into the body- 
work of the ZX. 

Under the skin, the emphasis is on comfort, convenience, and 
luxury. There is a smoother, more compliant ride from a revised, 
all-independent suspension, which has been lifted from the Dat- 
sun 810 sedan line. There is more hip and shoulder room, and 
there are no less than five bins (three of them hidden) for storing 
valuables. An AM-FM radio with power antenna, five-speed man- 
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] n Europe, high-performance road machines were traditionally 


ual transmission, four-wheel disc brakes, and reclining bucket 
seats with lumbar support and seat-cushion-angle adjustments 
are standard equipment, Options include power steering, air con- 
ditioning, and an elaborate Grand Luxury package. The latter 
includes velour upholstery; a quadraphonic stereo radio with joy- 
stick balance control, cast-aluminum wheels; rear-window wiper 
and washer; dual, electrically controlled outside mirrors; cruise 
control; and power windows, with a unique “automatic” button that 
completely opens or 
closes the glass with 
just one tap, so that 
you can get your hand 
right back on the 
wheel. 

The GL package 
also includes some 
new developments on 
the endearing-gim- 
micks front, for which 
Japanese cars are 
justly famous. Start 
the engine, and the 
headlights, taillights, 
and brake lights 
check their filaments; 
the battery, radiator, 
and washer reservoir 
check their fluid 
levels, then flash "OK" 
on a screen between 
the speedometer and 
tach. If things aren't 
okay, the screen turns 
red, Push a button, and a cartoon of the faulty system will flash on 
the screen four times. To check the checking system, push the 
button again, and all six cartoons flash onto the screen in order. 

The GL fuel gauge has a small “sub-gauge" with a second 
pointer that ticks off the last quarter of a tankful in half-gallon 
increments. All the instruments glow orange at night, rather like an 
aircratt cockpit, Power steering, A/C, and individually folding rear 
seatbacks are standard on the 2+2 model 

All this gadgetry should not imply that the Z-car has been 
transformed into a gutless wonder. There is still plenty of perfor- 
mance when you need it. With 135 horsepower available to propel 
only 2,800 pounds, the 280ZX will accelerate from 0 to 60 mph in 
nine seconds, cover the quarter-mile in seventeen seconds, and 
turn at a top speed of 120 mph. Even the automatic transmission 
provides good acceleration with crisp, boot-in-the-pants shifts 
that occur at the engine's 5,200 rpm power peak. The Bosch fuel 
injection starts the Big Six right up on cold mornings, with none of 
the stumbling and stalling of modern carburetored engines. 

Prices are $9,899 for the two-seater, $11,599 for the 2+2, and 
$1,649 for the Grand Luxury option package—at least, thatis, until 
the next time the dollar is devalued. O+7q 
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THE DREAMER 
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his smile was intact when the air cleared, 
Buick knew this was magic. His gun carried 
a load of scrap metal—rusted, unrecog- 
nizable lumps from the machine age found 
anywhere in the desert by scratching the 
surface with a stick, At close range, there 
was no such thing as missing. Buick was 
fighting a phantom. He drew his cutlass 
and rushed forward, wildly carving the 
empty air. 


"Do you see? Do you see?” Par Sondak 
exulted among the dials and gauges of the 
control room. The image of the Nomad 
slashing with his sword appeared on rows 
of video screens arranged along the tar 
wall: close-ups, wide-angle shots from 
above, telephoto views, "Look at him. Isn't 
he a savage?” The Dreamer switched off 
the hologram projector. "How much longer 
betore it takes effect? 

“Within moments, sir,” the computer said, 
“If the dosage were any higher, it would kill 
him." 


‘ll keep him amused.” The Dreamer, 


switched the hologram back on and turned 
up the volume. The Nomad was gasping 
and bug-eyed when the fat man in the shin- 
ing robe reappeared on the other side of 
the table, “Why be my enemy?” smiled the 
cherubic, pink Lord, extending his open 
palms in a gesture of friendship. “This food 
is for you." 

Buick stared, fear-struck and open- 
mouthed. 

“Can't you speak?” the Dreamer asked. 
“What's your name?” 

The Nomad’s hand groped for his face 
and throat. His mouth opened and closed, 
fighting for air like a stranded fish. Teeth 
bared in a snarl of final defiance, he hurled 
his cutlass at the smiling figure of the Lord 
and pitched headlong onto the elegant ta- 
ble, dragging a torrent of silver and crystal 
after him in his fall to the floor, 


The Nomad's belongings fascinated the 
Dreamer. He was puzzled by the red num- 
erals sewn lo the coarse shirt, but he rec- 
ognized the metal-and-ceramic medal- 
lions hanging on the leather belt as prod- 
ucts of the Late Industrial Age. One 
showed a clipper ship under full sail; others 
portrayed faces: the head of an Indian, a 
bearded Spanish conquistador, the Roman 
god Mercury, with his winged, soup-bow! 
helmet; the simplest, a plain white oval, had 
the word Ford across the center in the fluid 
strokes of the ancient script. 

The contents of the snakeskin pouch 
were equally mysterious. Aside from a few 
steel ball-bearings and @ magnet, the 
Dreamer could identify none of the other 
relics, and he asked the computer to run a 
source check with the microfilm archive in 
the City. In less than a minute the picture 
wall switched on, and the Dreamer spent 
the entire afternoon and well into the night 
watching antique television commercials 
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from the Late Industrial Age. He learned 
that Mercury and Ford and Buick were the 
names given to cars by the romantic mer- 
cenaries of that time. Imagine—names for 
machines! The relics from the snakeskin 
pouch were likewise identified: along with 
ball bearings and spark plugs, the Nomad 
included among his treasures a vacuum 
tube, three automotive fuses, a flashlight 
bulb, and a tiny six-pointed metal star, 
which had once been usad by children ina 
ball game known as “jacks.” 


The Dreamer stared through the glass par- 
tition at the unconscious form. Although full 
grown, the Nomad stood no taller than the 
average ten-year-old City child and 
weighed even less, a frail body, marked 
with savage scars that froze the battle 
agony of his wounds forever into his flesh, 
The Dreamer contemplated the lean, 
weathered features of his captive, who ap- 
Peared to have experienced more in a few 
short years than he had in over a century of 


In almost every way, 
Sondak was Buick 
of Cincinnati: the boy's 
perceptions were his 
reality; the exultant, 
victorious cries 
came from his own throat. 


° 


er 
living. Sondak saw, as if for the first time, the 
strict limits of his cloistered life. He felt im- 
prisoned by a wall of books. How pale his 
most stirring Renaissance tantasy ap- 
peared when he compared the cloak- 
and-dagger posturing of his wicked cardi- 
nals and condoitiere with even one day of 
life among the nomadic desert tribes 

The Dreamer's house possessed 
equipment that would allow him to sample 
the Nomnad’s dreams if he desired, Not one 
secret of this savage subconscious need 
elude him. But Sondak had more ambitious 
intentions, Betore leaving the automated 
clinic, he gave the computer orders to 
begin preparations for surgery. The opera- 
tion was a simple one. Cerebral mini-probe 
implantation could be accomplished in 
less than half an hour. 

The Dreamer waited in his library. He 
slood, gazing into the fire, letting his 
thoughts ride on the snake's-tongue flicker 
of the flames like a boat adrift on a shifting 
sea, The computer would call when every- 
thing was ready. Even now, the Nomad 
youth was being transported to the north, 
hundreds of kilometers from Sondak’s 
house, the wafer-thin neural probe wired 
into his frontal lobe. 


Along with this gift, Sondak added a few 
useful tools: the tungsten-bladed carving 
knife; a pocket solar torch, rechargeable 
even on cloudy days; an assortment of 
concentrated vitamins, energizers, and 
cellular nutrients, enough to sustain the 
Nomad's strength no matter how insuffi- 
Cient his diet; and a carefully programmed 
dream explaining how he came to possess 
these marvels, a narrative designed to 
satisfy the boy's heroic expectations as 
well as his curiosity, 

Soon the Nomad would be back on his 
own in a world as alien to the Dreamer's 
mechanical civilization as the colonies of 
protoplasmic bubbles floating in the am- 
monia clouds obscuring the face of Jupiter, 
Wherever the Nomad went, whatever 
Strange adventures he encountered, Par 
Sondak would be there, too, exploring the 
unknown while he was sealed in the pad- 
ded security of his egg-shaped studio. 


Busy with the morning's camp chores, 
Buick had ample occasion to relive his 
triumph in memory: he started his cooking 
fire with the light-that-never-dies and cut 
slabs of smoked meat with his fine, new 
knife. Behind him he heard the horse whisk- 
ing away flies. He was not the same as 
other men. He had been tested and proved 
worthy by the All-Powerful. 

Until amonth ago, a swaybacked donkey 
stolen during a raid on an encampment of 
the Buford Creek people was the finest 
mount Buick ever owned. Now he rode a 
stallion bred by the hand of a Lord. The 
young Nomad knew that life was forever 
changed; his fate altered the moment he 
stepped through the rain into the world of 
myth. What other warrior had ever battled a 
pack of three-headed dogs or been carried 
across a lake of fire in the talons of a giant 
hawk? And the victory feast in the rainbow 
palace of the Lord, how many clansmen 
could boast such an honor? The ordeal had 
been an initiation; the feast, with its atten- 
dant marvels and magic gifts, a celebration 
of his success. His was a special destiny. 


That night Par Sondak violated the most 
cherished of his professional ethics: he in- 
terrupted the course of a Dream before 
visualization was complete. The prospect 
of tuning in the implanted transmitter's sig- 
nal was too enticing for Sondak, and when 
he placed the receptors on his head and 
Stepped into the studio, he issued new in- 
structions for the computer. 

He was planning a journey of over a 
month and needed to program a regimen 
of daily intravenous feeding and enzyme 
inoculation. The dream table would have 
been more convenient, as it was portable 
and could have been moved alongside the 
Clinic, but it was also designed to allow for 
easy interruption. The probe receptors 
were set into a cushioned headrest, and 
merely the sound of a voice in the room or 
the melodic tone of a conference call signal 
was enough to wake a dreamer. The studio 
was soundproof and temperature con- 
trolled, It sealed with the precision of an air 
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lock. Par Sondak left orders that he was not 
to be disturbed. 


Buick reined in at the top of the hill to wait. 
Across the open plain he could see the 
rising dust of six horsemen. He had first 
seen them shortly after dawn, and they had 
followed his trail all morning, coming 
gradually closer. Buick dismounted, un- 
loading his horse in the shade of a large 
boulder. He was in no hurry; let them ride 
their mounts to death in the noon sun. He 
had known from the start he would have to 
make a stand; il was a matter of picking the 
right spot 

Buick waited until they were within a 
hundred paces but still safely out of musket 
range before he stepped into view. The rid- 
ers came to a hall al the unexpecled sight 
of an unarmed opponent. One of them 
pointed to the shining silver box in his 
hands and laughed when the boy called 
out his warriors greeting: “Ya Buick; 
m'papa Jeep, fum Cin'nati, Plus-plus 
breed mi altime conga so!” 

“Waya, chico?" the one who pointed 
shouted back derisively. It was an insult not 
to declare your name and lineage. 

Buick made a few final adjustments, He 
had learned the fearsome capabilities of 
the light-that-never-dies the first morning 
after leaving the palace of the Lord Citizen. 
The sounds of six wheel locks being wound 
and the impatient hoof clatter of the horses 
carried up the long hillside. “Okay, chico,” 
the men laughed, starting to advance. 

Buick focused his instrument and 
pushed a button. A beam, bright and light- 
ning quick, oscillated through the still noon- 
time and incinerated the first rider in an 
instant. Thorn bushes and cacti ignited. A 
wall of fire swept across the hillside. The 
horses reared back, plunging and kicking. 
The survivors stampeded back down the 
hill, manes and tails aflame, rider slapping 
at their burning clothes as they fought for 
balance, 

“Buick di Cin'nati,” the boy screamed 
after them, “Farchiff! Chi'uillas car un'men 
al: ya farchiff.” 


In the air-conditioned studio, Par Sondak 
watched the horsemen retreating like 
runaway comets. The hot sun made him 
squint as he climbed off the boulder. In 
almost every way, he was Buick of Cincin- 
nati: the boy's perceptions were his reality; 
he felt the exhilarated heartbeat calming; 
the exullant, victorious cries came from his 
own throat. And yet, at the same time, he 
knew that the magic instrument in his hand 
was an ordinary solar torch, and while the 
boy walked down the scorched and smok- 
ing hillside and collected the name brands 
from the charred remains of his enemies, 
Par Sondak lay comfortably on his left side, 
sucking his thumb. 


Next morning, in the first silver light of the 
false dawn, Buick rode to the top of the 
ridge and surveyed the coming miles from 
behind a pile of rim rock. On the plain be- 
low, colorful, circular tents stretched by the 
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hundreds into a haze of ground fog and 
wood smoke. He counted the banners of a 
dozen different clans. Never before had he 
seen so many horses. Buick decided to 
tide straight into the heart of the encamp- 
ment at nightfall with the light-that-never- 
dies bright as the newly risen sun in his 
arms. He envisioned the entire awestruck 
tribe kneeling before him; even the elders 
would touch their foreheads to the ground 
in homage. No other warrior was protected 
by magic as potent as his. 


The hillside was striated with late-afternoon 
shadows as Buick watched a solitary rider 
following his track through the shrub. The 
man appeared unarmed, but Buick was 
taking no chances, and the light-that-nev- 
er-dies was ready in his hand when he 
stepped out of his hiding-place. Before he 
could utter a word, the stranger made a 
gesture of peace and greeted him by name: 
"Salud, Buick, Mi capo, el Kodak, say'm 
sooperhowdi yo. Ya Esso de Cleetlan.” 


2 


Buick was left alone 
with a slim, dark-eyed girl, 
who introduced the wild 
Nomad boy to pleasures more 
refined than those he was 
accustomed to grappling for 
on the cold desert sand. 


2 


A Clevelander! Buick calmed an urge to 
burn him from the saddle, bul the instine- 
tive hatred showed clearly on his face, 

“Mira.” The man called Esso reached 
beneath the folds of his cloak. Buick's 
finger poised over the button on the side of 
the silver box, but the stranger was holding 
only an innocuous brown-leather case. 
“Fum mi capo, el Kodak," he said, handing 
it down to the boy. "Gib'm vos yo, farchiff, 
Summa nostra plusplus volcan. Kodak al- 
time amichee w'Buick." 

Buick ran his hand over the smooth tex 
lure of the snap-fastened case. It wasn't 
made of leather. It was much better than 
that. It was plastic, stitched by machine. He 
opened the cover and slid the perfectly 
preserved mechanism into view. (Par Son- 
dak recognized the instrument as an an- 
cient pair of binoculars.) “Speks,” the boy 
whispered reverently. 

While the Clevelander unsaddled his 
horse, Buick went to bring the waterbag. It 
was his duly to extend hospiialily to this 
Stranger, but he vowed not to make the 
mistake of falling asleep. He would remain 
on his guard until morning. He wasn't 
fooled by the fancy gift. The bigger the 
trap, the better the bait. 


Together, they traveled through the night, 
Buick following Esso’'s lead trom a safe and 
watchful distance. They avoided the en- 
campment beyond the ridge. These were 
renegades, Esso explained, Kodak's 
enemies. Spies in their camp brought the 
story of Buick and his magic powers. 

Sunrise revealed a sloping valley, 
rimmed by jagged limestone cliffs. Around 
noontime they came to the first of the irriga- 
tion dams, Buick was amazed at the inter- 
connected canals and ditches dividing the 
patchwork of green, ploughed fields that 
patterned the valley almost to the distant 
hills. Except for the gardens of the Lord 
Citizen, the boy had seen nothing in his 
short life to equal this extensive cultivation. 
It was late afternoon when they passed 
through the main gate into the village. The 
headless bodies of three Nomads hung by 
their heels from the crossbeam. The heads, 
along with a dozen others, were impaled on 
sharpened stakes that bristled along the 
sinuous mud wall surrounding the village. 
In the center rose the steep stone ramparts. 
of the Grand Dragon's fortress, where 
numbers of squat, ugly houses pressed 
together against the great wall like piglets 
squirming among the protective teats of a 
sleeping sow. Buick observed the snub 
muzzles of several bronze cannon protrud- 
ing from between the saw-toothed crenela- 
tions above. And from the highest lower 
streamed the long, white, fork-tailed ban- 
ner of the Orthodoxy, the blood-red cross 
furling and undulant in the wind. 

In the open courtyard grooms hurried to 
stable their horses. Esso departed with a 
formal bow, leaving Buick in the hands of 
three fawning servants, who led the way 
inside, carrying his saddlebags and mus- 
ket. They brought him through vaulted cor- 
ridors and winding stairs, to a suite of well- 
lit, high-ceilinged roams. 

In one a sunken bath steamed; in 
another, a festive meal waited on a low ta- 
ble; a third, with its hanging canopies and 
cushion-covered mats, held the prornise of 
much-needed sleep. Buick was ushered 
through each of these chambers by the 
obsequious trio, and, finally, bathed, mas- 
saged, and fed, he was left alone with a 
slim, dark-eyed girl, who slipped out of her 
simple gown and stepped under the 
tentlike Canopy, where she introduced the 
wild Nomad boy (and the enthusiastic 
Sondak) to pleasures more refined than 
those he was accustomed to grappling for 
on the cold, nighttime desert sand 

Inside was the vast windowless 
chamber. Rows of torches hung aslant from 
the walls, and the coffered ceiling was 
blackened with smoke, On tiers of benches 
along either side, the Holy Brotherhood sat 
in their robes like a ghostly choir, the 
shadows of the tall, peaked hoods shifting 
and dancing in the uneven light. At the far 
end of (he room, carved stone cruciforms. 
flanked the upraised throne of the Grand 
Dragon. Kodak's robe was scarlet. In his 
right hand he held a golden statuette of the 
Sun-Hurler poised on one foot, head thrust 
forward, the precious life-giving orb lifted 
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behind his back by an outstretched arm. 
(The Dreamer remembered the crash of 
ninepins; the laughing bowlers in ancient 
beer commercials.) 

After the ritual formality and uniform 
chanting of the presentation ceremony, the 
Exalted One raised the masking flap of his 
hood and revealed a surprisingly warm and 
friendly face. His eyes, sinister and 
snakelike when isolated behind the slitted 
openings in the anonymous cloth, seemed 
benign and understanding. The Grand 
Dragon beckoned for Buick to come for- 
ward, and the boy knelt on the step before 
the shaft-mounted throne 

While the Holy Brotherhood looked on in 
silence, the Grand Dragon whispered con- 
fidentially to Buick, embroidering his narra- 
tive of renegade harassment with an 
amount of skillful flattery and pausing oc- 
casionally for an avuncular smile and look- 
ing straight into Buick’s praise-brightened 
eyes. In the end, the boy proclaimed his 
allegiance to Kodak, his ardent voice audi- 
ble throughout the hall. 

“Amen,” the Brotherhood chanted. 

The Grand Dragon clapped his hands 
and called for the sacred vessels; a gong 
took up the summons; robed attendants 
passed through the room, filling the shallow 
metal bowls with wine. A hundred voices 
joined in common pledge. The Grand Dra- 
gon drank first. Buick reverently raised the 
holy dish to his lips. (Hubcaps, mused the 
Dreamer as he tasted the sour, sacramen- 
tal wine.) 


“Par ...? Are you there, Par?” Omar Tar- 
quille, the Syndicate Executive, crossed 
the patio of the Dreamer’s house, a scowl of 
consternation scrawled across his features 
like the unskilled signature of an apprentice 
forger. 

“No sign of him down below,” puffed the 
Security Agent, out of breath from the un- 
accustomed effort of walking in the open 
air. “Let's have a look in the house.” 

The two men approached the sealed en- 
trance while the machines back at head- 
quarters ran through the classified files 
and located the combination to the Dream- 
er's house. The Security Agent dialed the 
secret numbers on the door plate, and the 
wide, circular entrance slid silently open, 
expanding from the center like an iris. Only 
members of the Security Agency were au- 
thorized to enter a citizen's horne without 
consent, and Tarquille waited outside while 
Nt stepped into the hall and asked 
puter where he could find Mr. Son- 


dak, 

“Mr. Sondak is not to be disturbed,” the 
laconic voice answered. “He is in the studio 
... dreaming,” 

"Well, Mr. Tarquille,” the Agent said, 
“looks like everything is in order here.” 

“Nonsense. No one stays hooked up for a 
month, not even a Dreamer. | have a Com- 
mittee order stating that | am to see Mr, 
Sondak, and | mean to see him and not be 
pul off by some computer.” 

The arrangements were simple. The 
Agent took the computer's serial number 
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and checked it with his porto-call, receiv- 
ing in return the code coordinants for con- 
tramanding programmed instructions. A 
new program was written, and the com- 
puter directed the two men down the metal 
corridor to the studio. They found Sondak 
sitting naked on the edge of the ovoid 
chamber, rubbing his eyes and scratching 
under his arm, “Why, Omar,” he yawned, 
“what are you doing here?” 

“No cause for alarm, Mr. Sondak. |'m Se- 
curity Agent Justin Sattermeyer.” He 
pointed to the golden disk on his service 
belt. "We're here with Executive Committee 
authorization, There's been sorne concern 
expressed regarding your whereabouts 
and the state of your health.” 

“Par, I've been trying to set up a confer- 
ence with you for almost a week, Naturally, | 
grew worried when all | could get out of your 
computer was that you were incom- 
municado.” 

Sondak shook his head. “How stupid of 
me. | should have left a message.” 
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Every space drifter and 
mercenary killer in the City 
wore a mini-probe under his 
scalp, ready to double the take 
from a hazardous assignment 
by selling the tapes to 
the highest bidder. 
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“Have you been dreaming all this time?” 
There was an anxious note in the Execu- 
tive's voice. 

“No. Sorry to disappoint you, Omar, but 
I've been conducting a little experiment 
Desert exploration, you might call it. | was 
monitoring someone out there wired-up tor 
DET. 


“You got to be careful, Mr. Sondak,” Se- 
curity Agent Sattermeyer said. “I had a 
friend working for Vicarious Heroics; he 
was monitoring a DET. of a focket race 
when an electron accelerator exploded. 
The ship went up like a star going nova. The 
pilot wearing the probe never knew what hit 
him, My friend never knew what hit him 
either. His heart couldn't take it. By the time 
they got to him it was too late for a trans- 
plant. 

“That must have been years ago,” Omar 
Tarquille said, “Dreamtables come 
equipped with an automatic cutoff. 

“Yeah, but Mr, Sondak wasn't using his 
table; he was locked in there with those 
receptors strapped on his head.” 

“Well, I'm in good shape, as everyone 
can see,” the Dreamer said, laughing as if 
he'd made a joke, “What did you want to 
confer with me about, Omar?" 


“It's in the nature of a private matter...” 
Tarquille used his eyebrows like daggers, 
bul the Agent stood his ground, armored 
by a bored expression, oblivious of such 
subtleties. “If both parties are agreed," he 
said, “I'll wait outside. But you better both 
be alive when you're finished.” 

When the two men were alone, the 
Dreamer's expression changed. "I'm cer- 
tain that your explanation of all this will be 
amusing, Omar.” 

“| don't think you'll laugh,” Tarquille re- 
plied with a knowing smirk, “Six days ago, 
the Committee voted to include dreams, 
hologramatics, and DE.T's in the frequen- 
cy-of-use quotas along with other com- 
mercial products. All but fifty-seven of your 
dreams are being recalled from public cir- 
culation. If only you had a new dream ready 
to go." 

"| may have considerably better than 
that, Let me put something interesting on 
the table for you. Can you spare two 
hours?” 

Par Sondak led the way into the hall, 
evading the Executive's questions, He 
made his guest comfortable on the dream 
table and, after consulting with the com- 
puter, played the section of the D.E.T. where 
Buick led the mounted warriors of the 
Grand Dragon into battle against the rene- 
gade Nomads. 


The Dreamer waited in his library. Rather 
than spend the afternoon exchanging in- 
anities with the Agent on the patio, he sent 
the serving cart out with a tray of food and 
drink and retired to the sanctity of his 
books. But reading was useless; too much 
was at stake. Sondak sat, listlessly turning 
the pages of a folio edition of Hogarth’s 
Marriage a la Mode while the computer 
played Scarlatti. 

When the announcement came that 
Omar Tarquille was awake again, the 
Dreamer asked the computer to direct hirn 
to the library. Prepared to be stoic in the 
face of bad news, Sondak was taken off 
guard by the Executive's enthusiastic en- 
trance: "Par, it’s incredible! Why, it's every 
bit as fantastic as one of your Dreams, with 
the immediacy of a D.E.T. You're a genius, 
Par. How did you ever think of it? I'll give you 
a Syndicate pledge for five years of credit 
...Mo, make it ten, ten years of credit for the 
market rights on this,” 

Sondak attempted to conceal his elation 
with a show of indifference. "Well ... | 
hadn't thought. It's hard to set a price..." 

“Nonsense! If | were dealt four aces, I'd 
play the hand, not sit back and admire my 
cards." 

“All right. Make it fifty years, and it’s 
yours.” 

“A little steep, Par, but I'm willing to gam- 
ble. Have your computer gel the tapes 
ready for an agreement.” 

“How about a drink to seal the bargain? | 
have some brandy here of which I'm quite 
proud.” 

Two glasses were filled; Omar Tarquille 
lifted his in salute. “To the incredible Buick,” 
he said. The chime of touching crystal was 


echoed by the pealing clock. "I must be off, 
Par. The trajectory to the City takes at least 
an hour. Why don't you transfer the taping 
of the Nomad’s signal to the machines in 
my office? Be a good idea if you put all the 
tape you've got on the waves to me right 
away; the sooner | get it, the sooner we can 
begin serialization.” 

"Don't you trust me with the mixing?’ 

“Par, why trouble yourself with technical. 
ties? Leave the busy work to those without 
imagination 


That night Par Sondak was in no mood for 
the library. Reading was impossible. He 
couldn't concentrate. His mind skipped 
from line to line until he was skimming 
pages like a child pretending to be literate. 
By giving up his tapes, the interlude with 
Buick ceased being an experiment. He 
could still monitor the Nomad in his studio, 
but he hesitated to admit that the boy had 
become such an obsession. Only when he 
began considering the projection booth as 
an alternative (holograms, the last refuge of 
the lonely) did he quit cursing Omar Tar 
quille for leaving him without an excuse and 
hurry to his bedroom. 

This time he made sure to record a mes- 
sage with the computer stating that he was 
on a two-month dream holiday and would 
be unavailable for conferences. The in- 
travenous feeding schedule was pro- 
grammed, and instructions were left with 
the clinic for his daily inoculations. A man. 
with fifty years’ credit could afford 4 little 
self-indulgence. In a few months he would 
have to share Buick with a host of paying 
customers, but for the time being the public 
was uninvited. Par Sondak adjusted elastic 
straps and electrod slipping the crown 
of probe recept ightly onto his bald 
head before he climbed into the padded 
studio. 


Buick leaned against a window ledge and 
Stared into the night through wrought-iron 
scrollery that encircled the stars with its 
tendrils. He knew that in a very real sense 
these rooms were a prison; the guard out- 
side was his jailer. In spite of victory teasts 
and elegant praise, Buick no longer trusted 
the Grand Dragon. His power strengthened 
Kodak's position, and, for the moment, he 
we leemed and honored. But the very 
nature of his strength made him a potential 
threat, and Buick had heard enough ¢ 
Brotherhood intrigue to know the 
those who stood in the way of the Gre and 
Dragon's ambition 

He must never relax his caution, He slept 
alone, the light-that-never-dies always 
teady in his hand. The heavy door to his 
room was bolted at night, and he was 
pleased with the thought that the same 
bars that kept him in also served to keep 
potential assassins safely out, Tomorrow 
the servants who brought his meals would 
food before he touched it 
is loyal tasters, Why shouldn't 
the Fire Chief be accorded a similar honor? 
What better way to serve the Grand Dragon 
notice that he was prepared for treachery? 
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The man lying on the ledge under the taut 
spread of camouflage netting paid no at- 
tention to the sunrise. He was not the sort to 
be distracted by natural beauty. His lithe, 
muscular build suggested a man of action. 
He wore a skintight, one-piece survival suit, 
the kind used in space and by aquanauts, 
thousands of feet below the ocean surface. 
In the center of his forehead was the slight 
subcutaneous bulge of an implanted 
mini-probe. 

The man was busy with his equipment. 
He was a professional and didn't waste 
time. He adjusted the image on the porta- 
ble viewscreen, It showed an empty stretch 
of road, three kilometers distant. No sign of 
his client yet 

The angle was perfect, thirty-eight de- 
grees, The range was 700 meters. One of 
the dials on his console showed a six kph 
increase in wind velocity, coupled with a 
twelve-degree directional change from 
south southwest toward due south. The 
man checked these figures with his cal- 
culator, and a new trajectory was plotted, 
The calibrated knobs on the telescopic 
sights were adjusted accordingly. At that 
moment, the viewscreen showed a lone 
rider approaching at a fast trot. 

The man settled his shoulder comforta- 
bly behind the tripod-mounted weapon 
and rested his cheek against the wooden 
stock, squinting through the ten-power 
scope, but not yet touching the foregrip or 
the trigger. The strangest thing about this 
assignment was the weapon; a regular 
museum piece. The man believed every 
assignment was strange in its own way. 
This was as close as he came to a philoso- 
phy. Either it was plastic surgery and play 
acting or he had to do something freakish, 
like using @ knife or even his hands. It didn’t 
matter. He would use a boomerang if the 
pay was right. 

Arider came into sight. The cross hairs in 
the scope centered on the red numbers on 
his shirt: Sixty-six. It was the client. The 
man inhaled, holding his breath as his 
finger bent around the trigger, A distant 
blunderbuss boom of musketry brought his 
head up, (‘Ambush?") His client's horse 
reared and went down, smoke rising like 
puffs of steam from the bushes on either 
side of the road. A viewscreen close-up 
showed the client thrown free, huddled 
against the belly of the dead horse, spots of 
blood beginning to blossom on the white 
tunic, Then: a dancing ribbon of flame; the 
boy had a solar torch set at full power. The 
bushes along the roadside caught fire, 
“What kind of circus is this?" the man won- 
dered. 

"Never mind," said an unfamiliar voice 
within his head, “Finish him." 

“What about the other ones?” the man 
was thinking. 

“Forget them. Just finish the job.” 

The man did as he was told. 


There was a moment, sprawled in the dust, 
when Par Sondak almost forced himself 
awake enough to push the disconnect but- 
ton on the studio wall. But Buick's instincts 
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took over; surprise and fear cleared his 
mind of shock, and he was crawling tor the 
cover of the horse, his painful wounds only 
tinder for his incendiary hatred. Sondak 
shared the boy's furious energy, and he 
postponed awakening like a man delaying 
an orgasm, wanting {o taste just a little bit 
more of the thrill. 

How satisfying lo spray the underbrush 
with fire, The agonized screams of his 
enemies brought on a sensation almost like 
joy. Buick never heard the distant, echoing 
shot that sent clouds of birds wheeling into 
flight from the sides of the canyon, A 250- 
grain, hollow-point bullet caught him under 
his upraised arm with enough force to flip 
him over backwards, Sondak felt the blow 
and saw a final, rushing moment of blue 
sky, But when the body hit the ground, 
mouth and nostrils spewing a bright froth of 
lung blood, the reels of recording tape on 
the Dream Syndicate machines were com: 
ing out blank and the Dreamer lay open- 
mouthed in his studio, his goggling eyes 


e 


When Buick's body 
hit the ground, the reels of 
recording tape were coming 
out blank, and the 
Dreamer lay open-mouthed in 
his studio, his goggling 
eyes glassy with death. 
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glassy with death. 


The burial platform of Buick the Fire Chief 
was a banner-decked wagonwheel set on a 
mast above the uppermost ramparts of the 
fortress. And when the vultures finished, 
the bones were brought down and cere- 
moniously interred by the Holy Brother- 
hood beneath the paving stones of the Kla- 
ven Chamber, The Grand Dragon was bed- 
ridden with arthritis and did not attend 
these ites. Neither did five badly burned 
guardsmen, secretly hospitalized in an 
empty granary. The unrecognizably 
charred corpses of three renegade assas- 
sins hung from the crossbeam of the village 
gate. 

Upended cinders, scorned even as car 
rion, the mortal remains of this doletul trio 
endured longer than the Grand Dragon or 
his fortress; a fire started mysteriously, 
deep within the inner chambers of the cen- 
tral keep and spread with demonic ferocity, 
igniting the powder-magazines even as the 
first alarm gongs were sounding. For 
months afterward mothers pointed out the 
three burned bodies to their children as 
clear evidence of prophesy, a sign of un- 
speakable evil harbored within the mas- 
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sive, smoke-blackened walls. 


The picture wall in Omar Tarquille's office 
throbbed with the programmed chaolics of 
Lazalo Kingsolving’s Siderea/ Motion 
Series: Apparition 4. On a pedestal in the 
center of the room stood one of the prizes of 
the Syndicate collection; Brancusi’s Bird in 
Space. It was a large office in a world where 
slalus could be measured in square me- 
ters, 

The view through the bubble window 
opposite the entrance showed sergeant 
majors and queen angelfish gliding 
through a spikey forest of elkhorn coral, 

In the subsurface City, most of the popu- 
lation lived and worked at depths where, if 
they were fortunate enough to have an 
ouler room, the only view was a hundred 
meters of dismal, artificially lighted murk. 
His sunlit vista of the coral reef and the fact 
that he worked at home were other indica- 
tions of Omar Tarquille’s considerable 
power. The Security Agent on the dream 
table had been impressed. Tarquille 
guessed it was his first assignment up- 
stairs 

A tiny, tuning-fork hur woke the Agent. 
“Nomads?” he muttered. “Where'd you 
ever come up with an idea like that? You 
stand to make big points on this one, Mr 
Tarquille.” 

The Executive dismissed the notion of 
personal gain with a careless wiggle of his 
fingers. "Hardly matters at the moment, | 
think. When | saw the report of Par’s death | 
was astonished by the coincidence that it 
was precisely the same instant as the 
shooting of our Nomad. Precisely.” 

“And you say Mr. Sondak would some- 
times monitor this transmission?” 

“Frequently, I'm afraid. His own work 
wasn't going too well recently.” 

| know, | had to sleep through all that 
unfinished stuff of his: pretly sad. We had it 
marked down as suicide; his credit rating 
was shot to hell, of course, But your theory 
makes more sense, Mr. Tarquille,” 

That's very gratifying to hear, especially 
ifit clears up any clouds that have gathered 
around my friend's name." 

“| understand the Committee is having 
his library moved intact to the Public Read: 
ing Room as a memorial.” 

"Yes, except the Velazquez and the 
Turner watercolors go to the Committee 
Board Room. | don't know what the plans tor 
the house are,” Tarquille said. “It will be a 
long time before anyone has enough credit 
for a place like that again.” 

“Oh, | don't know, Mr. Tarquille,” the Se- 
curity Agent said, his smile like a piece of 
bread buttered on both sides. "I expect 
you'll be moving in yourself after you re- 
lease these Nomad tapes." 

Again, the shrug of wiggled fingers. “Not 
a chance. You won't catch me out in that 
wilderness, |'m too fond of people." The 
Executive's smile was a masterpiece of ta~ 
cial engineering. He pressed a button on 
the control panel, and a pretty Syndicate 
hostess appeared to show the Security 
Agent to the door, O+—_, 
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THE PERFECT APHRODISIAC 


Dr. Alfred Hoffer—scientist, moralist, pa- 
terfamilias—couldn't understand what 
was happening. |t was an April afternoon, 
and he was riding home from his laboratory 
al the Mendoz Research Center in Basel, 
Switzerland, just as he always did. Yel ev- 
erything seemed different. The well-known 
streets seemed to pulse and beckon, the 
air was juminous and red, and his bicycle 
kept wobbling beneath him. Dr. Hoffer felt 
very strange. His mouth was dry; his hands 
were burning; and he was pedaling, un- 
steadily, around an enormous erection, 

When he got home, he found his wife at 
the sink, peeling potatoes. Margaret Hoffer 
was stout and gray. Dr. Hoffer approached 
her eagerly, exultantly, Then he made love 
to her in the kitchen, on the stairs, in the 
hall, and, as an afterthought, in the bed- 
room, 

ltwas many hours before the sixty-year- 
old chemist could ponder on these events 
But at dawn, in the afterglow of ecstasy, his 
mind was clear. He remembered that the 
day before he'd been working with a newly 
discovered family of alkaloids and had iso- 
lated one polymer, MFB, which had never 
been tested. Somehow, while preparing the 
chemical, he must have ingested some of 
it. Somehow the substance made eros 
flower within, Somehow, in one of those ac- 
cidents for which science is famous, he 
had chanced upon the perfect aphrodisiac. 


HOMO SAPIENS OR HOMO SEXUALIS? 
From the very first, man has sought ways to 
enhance his sexual experience. In fact, it is 
this very striving that distinguishes our 
species from the other primate groups. 
When an archaeologist finds an erotic draw- 
ing on a cave wall or a sexual device in a 
midden, he can be sure thal humans have 
dwelled in the area, The quest for greater 
sexual satisfaction is as old as human his- 
tory. The ancient Sumerians, Mayans, and 
Chinese alike engaged in aphrodisiac 
cults. Through the ages, honey, ginseng, 
oysters, onions, and blood have all been 
used for the purpose of heightening sexual 
pleasure.’ Indeed, aphrodisiacal claims 
have been made for any substance that 
resembles the sex organs (carrots, pars- 
nips, asparagus?), that inflames the mu- 
cous membranes (mustard, garlic, Span- 
ish fly), or that is generally exotic. Among 
the more esoteric items ingested in the 
hopes of augmenting coition are the 
crocodile kidneys much fancied by the 
Elizabethans and the hippomanes trea- 
sured by the Greeks. (Hippomanes is the 
fleshy excrescence that appears on a foal's 
head at birth.) Like voodoo, any of these 
aphrodisiacs could be very effective—if 
one believed in it to begin with. There was 
no substance, however, that actually 
worked on its own, MFB promised to 
change all that, 

‘Harry Ezekial Wedeck, Love Potions Through the Ages; A 
fre iy ‘Amatory Devices and Mores (New York: Philosophical 


*Charles Connell, Aphrodisiacs in Your Garden (London: A 
Barker), 
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Somehow, in one 
of those accidents for 
which science is 
famous, Dr. Hoffer had 
chanced upon 
the perfect aphrodisiac. 


ee: 


MFB; BLIGHT OR BLESSING? 

Still holding his good wife, Dr. Hoffer lay 
underneath the feather comforter and 
wondered what to do with his findings. He 
was not a hedonistic man, and it was not a 
hedonistic age. His discovery might bring 
scorn and shame upon him and his family. 
Who knew how MFB might blight the reputa- 
tions of his daughters or ruin the careers of 
his sons? Jean-Louis was an international 
banker; Henri-Paul was a professor at a 
Catholic college; Claude-Marc was a 
bellboy at a three-star hotel. Dr. Hoffer saw 
at once that MFB posed a moral problem 
and a civic threat. He imagined MFB being 
given to children or nuns; he imagined 
every gathering turning into an orgy; he 
imagined MFB depraving Switzerland, 
Europe, the world. Perhaps he should sim- 
ply ignore the drug and proceed with the 
antiasthma experiments, using another 
polymer. No one would know. 

His wife stirred in his arms. Dear Mar- 
garet. He hadn't felt such tenderness to- 
ward her in years. He mused on how self- 
less she was, how deeply good. It would be 
nice to let her try this MFB sometime. How 
surprised (and pleased) she'd been the 
night before. And now it seemed to Dr, Hof- 


ter that far from having stumbled upon an: 


agent of evil, he had found a supremely 
beneficent force. MFB would make people 
everywhere more loving, more humane. 
Certainly, he wouldn't suppress his new 
knowledge; he'd announce it with pride. 
For his discovery would directly and im- 
mediately increase human happiness, and 
how many scientists could aver as much? 
Although the room was light now and the 
birds were chirping, Or Hoffer fell into a 
contented doze. Margaret let him sleep 
until ten, when she brought his favorite 
breakfast to the bed and kissed him awake. 
He contided his discovery to her and told 
her his hopes and his fears. 

But publication of his paper* earned Dr. 
Hoffer neither notoriety nor acclaim. For 
several years his findings were simply ig- 
nored, Europe had pressing economic and 
social problems to solve. MFB seemed ir 
relevant, and Dr. Hoffer continued his re- 
search without arousing the attention of his 
fellow scientists, 


PATIENTS AND PRISONERS 

Four years after Dr. Hofter’s discovery, 
however, Douglas Clauson, a young En- 
glish psychiatrist, began successfully ad- 
ministering minute amounts of MFB to a 
group of severely withdrawn patients. In 
fourteen out of fifteen cases, the drug en- 
abled the patients to “establish better links 
with their spouses and the real world,”* (In 
the fifteenth case, the patient fell in love 
with his hand.) 

Two years later MFB was extensively 
tested on the men and women of two fed- 
eral prisons in Mississippi. Overnight quest 
privileges were extended to those who par- 
ticipated in the pragram. It became one of 
the most successful volunteer experiments: 
in the annals of prison medicine. Although 
the inmates didn’t know if MFB could injure 
them or not, time after time they selflessly 
volunteered to use the drug. The results 
showed it to be impressively safe. There 
seemed to be no harmful side effects from 
an MFB experience. Indeed, the drug 
changed body chemistry very little—and 
then only by producing “natural” states of 
intense sexual arousal and fulfillment. Even 
administered in excess, MFB did not harm 
the heart, lungs, liver, or gonads.> 

MFB was used less successfully on 
another prisoner—an eighteen-year-old 
zoo elephant named Lola, which had re- 
fused to mate during the several years 
since she'd achieved maturity® Perhaps 
carelessly, perhaps vengefully, the keeper 
injected Lola with 100 times the MFB she 
should have received, Lola gave a mighty 
blast of pleasure. Then she fell on her 
knees, as if in gratitude. Fifteen minutes 
later she was dead. This tragic episode 


*A\fred Hoffer, "MFB. Voranzeige des Ersten Bericht," 
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sparked a general revaluation of our treat- 
ment of animals and inspired the first of 
many books on “speciesism.” Nonethe- 
less, the fact remains that there has yet to 
be a single human MFB OD. 

It is also true that a sensible MFB regi- 
men can sometimes help cure certain 
types of mental illness. Inspired by Dr. 
Clauson, a number of mental clinics quietly 
adopted MFB therapy for use on patients 
suffering from autism and trauma. 


INTO THE LIMELIGHT 

Doctors and nurses who observed the 
drug's effect were eager to try it on them- 
selves and their loved ones, but MFB was 
hard to obtain. The Mendoz Chemical Cor- 
poration was the only company in the world 
that made the drug, and it required a 
statement, signed by three doctors, about 
the use of each MFB dose ordered, In 
another unprecedented precautionary 
measure, Mendoz didn't manufacture MFB 
in tablet form. Instead, the drug came in a 
bright green, pungent-tasting liquid, eight 
ounces to the dose. This was to prevent 
accidental or “surprise” MFB episodes that 
unrequited lovers might arrange with stolen 
“lime," as the drug came to be called. (In 
certain circles, it was also known as “big 
green.") Despite all precautions, however, a 
number of people, mainly researchers and 
intellectuals, were trying MFB for their own 
enjoyment. 

Manfred Malsey was prominent among 
these early users. Twenty-five years earlier 
Malsey had written a powerful novel about 
@ future society that depended upon “jima” 
(a synthetic aphrodisiac) for procreation, 
recreation, and incentive. The young Mal- 
sey had obvious contempt for the aphrodis- 
iac eaters he had created: his book, which 
femains preeminent among anti-Utopian 
novels, is bitter, almost heartless. As he 

* aged, however, Manfred Malsey mellowed, 
and, of course, his sexual powers waned. 
At fifty-five he was delighted to learn that 
his wholly imagined "jima” existed; far from 
despising MFB, he and his wife im- 
mediately set out to obtain some. The first 
time they took it under discreet medical 
supervision; the second time they just took 
it; the third time they took it with Malsey’s 
mistress. Malsey became MFB's leading 
champion, His intelligent and lyrical ac- 
count of his lime sessions, Behind the 
Green Door,’ proved a persuasive introduc- 
tion to the drug for thousands of artists, 
musicians, and assorted pleasure- 
seekers. 


GREEN TOWARD GOD 
Soon, as with any other man-made com- 
Mmodity, the demand created the supply. A 
few chemistry graduate students in Ameri- 
ca began making their own MFB—less 
pure and less potent than Mendoz's but 
Still strong enough to change the coldest 
individual into a fervid lover. It was this boot- 
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The aphrodisiac 
crime wave peaked 
when radicals 
were apprehended trying 
to place the drug 
in the Senate cafeteria 
water supply. 
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leg MFB—still colored a bright green and a 
half a pint a hit—that was used in 
thousands of lime rituals over the next five 
years. 

And rituals they were: during this period 
no one treated the drug as a mere thrill. A 
sexadelic session was as carefully planned 
as a wedding, as a memoir of the era re- 
veals: “Emmett and | spent several weeks 
in preparation, We read and discussed the 
Principal works of William Blake, William 
James, and William Carlos Williams. We ate 
only perfectly balanced yin-yang meals 
We hung mirrors, arranged pictures, and 
gathered costumes and toys to place near 
the bed. We wanted our MFB experience to 
yield us the deepest emotions, the richest 
perceptions.”® 

The “limeheads” of the time were seri- 
ous, ceremonial, and even religious in their 
use of the drug. At the very least, they ex- 
pected to “merge” with their partner(s); at 
the most, they hoped to merge with God, 


GEARING UP IN NEW HAVEN 
Nonetheless, it wasn't until Wellerby Gear- 
ing began his experiments at Yale and en- 
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joined his students to "learn from the loins" 
that MFB aroused national attention. Gear- 
ing might have remained just another 
academic crank if he hadn't been so hand- 
some, Upon meeting him, several reporters 
immediately decided that their stories 
would be more authentic if they took lime 
with Mr. Gearing—who was never known to 
refuse. The resultant accounts were not 
exactly objective, but the MFB experience, 
aficionados insisted, demanded a mode 
other than the dry detachment then in jour- 
nalistic favor, A new style of involved and 
personal reporting began: “Wellerby Gear- 
ing held out the glass, The green liquid 
shimmered in front of me. | was scared 
shitless. What if it changed me forever? Or 
what if | didn’t even get off? How would that 
change my self-image as New Jersey's 
leading sensualist? | drank ... waited... 

Gearing left the room... And then in the 
toes | felt it first. | kicked off my shoes, my 
feet were naked and awakened, arches 
aching, almost crying to be filled. | curled 
my foot around my fist, more, deeper, 
harder. ..."° 

What came to be known as the New 
Journalism was a direct result of the MFB 
phenomenon. 

Meanwhile, the increasingly flamboyant 
Gearing was presiding over sexadelic ses- 
sions every week—sometimes with his 
students. It didn't take long for the deans 
and trustees al Yale to fire this “brazen 
priest of lust.""° Wellerby Gearing and his 
followers (secretly subsidized by a leading 
publisher and a playboy senator) withdrew 
to a 300-acre estate in Vermont. There they 
edited the Sexadelic Review and lobbied 
for free love and MFB. Six months later 
Gearing was arrested for cannabis pos- 
session and income-tax evasion. He was 
sentenced to a total of ten years in jail. That 
week there were protests at Yale, Berkeley, 
and Columbia. 


LIME-OUTS REAL AND RUMORED 
Every movement needs a martyr, and with 
Gearing in prison, lime was the latest 
cause, All over America tart green punch 
was served at trendy parties to “simulate 
what stimulates,” Sometimes, however, real 
lime was secretly substituted for the false 
This subterfuge was known as “sub-liming” 
one's guests. It was amusing to note who 
managed to observe the social niceties 
while they were high on lust—and who did 
not, It was a kind of test—a test a few untor- 
tunates failed. Jack R. Buck, for instance, 
jumped out of a window, leaving a note 
saying that he was going “insane from 
syphilis or masturbation.”"’ (Luckily, it was 
only a second-story window.) Other dis- 
traught individuals (mainly naifs who had 
wandered into large and sophisticated par- 
ties) had to be taken to hospital emergency 
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rooms, where they were confined to strait- 
jackets for twelve hours or until the drug 
wore off. 

Meanwhile rumors circulated that MFB 
had been instrumental in the deaths (by 
starvation) of an amorous threesome, that a 
woman under the influence of MFB had 
made love on a beach and gone blind from 
the sun, that MFB could cause chromo- 
some changes.'? The first two stories have 
been thoroughly discredited, and it has 
since been shown that the average cup of 
coffee inflicts more genetic damage than 
does a dose of MFB. 

Many observers believed that the gov- 
ernment had fostered the antilime rumors, 
for people who took the drug bought less, 
smiled more, and were generally un- 
cooperative about civic responsibilities. 
They tended to be tax evaders and draft 
dodgers, Freud had written in Civilization 
and Its Discontents that the repression of 
the individual libido is essential to com- 
munity formation; now the FBI reported that 
lime was undermining America, Lime en- 
thusiasts, however, claimed that MFB was 
man's best hope for the future, Their largest 
demonstration, at the Pentagon, drew half a 
million young people chanting “Make love, 
not war.” 


MFB AND MARRIAGE 

More persuasive than any demonstration, 
however, was Barry Brent's testimony on 
“The Johnny Carson Show.” Brent, who for 
two generations had personified suavity 
and charm for moviegoers around the 
world, now confessed that before his MFB 
therapy he had been a “self-centered 
boor."'* His drug sessions, he explained, 
had enabled him to be “genuinely sensitive 
to the needs of others” and to “open up in 
new ways.” “MFB has changed my mar- 
tiage and my life," he announced, eyes 
glowing, smile gleaming. Naturally, his rev- 
elations only increased the demand for the 
drug, especially among the maritally dis- 
tressed, One expert claims that in the fol- 
lowing three years, MFB helped save half a 
million ailing marriages.'* Another expert 
counters that in the same period MFB 
caused 200,000 divorces.’* 


GREEN PROFITS AND LIME CRIMES 
Either way, MFB was becoming big busi- 
ness, Recognizing the demand for the 
drug and dropping all pretense about dup- 
licating the Mendoz product, organized 
crime began manufacturing and distribut- 
ing MFB—in tablets. "Big green" became 
instantly obsolete, and the MFB crime wave 
began. Call girls slipped the drug to their 
clients and then charged them extra for 
each sexual act. Students slipped it into 
teachers’ coffee cups and gathered to 
“Martha Cashin-Fast 
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Freud wrote that 
the repression of the individual 
libido was essential to 
community formation; now 
the FBI reported 
that the aphrodisiac was 
undermining America. 
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watch the results. Radicals were ap- 
prehended trying to place it in the Senate 
cafeteria water supply. 

Dr. Hoffer's worst premonitions were 
coming true. Acute paranoia reigned 
across America for months. The fourteen- 
year-old girl drinking a Coke on her first 
date, the newspaper editor sipping water 
during a televised conference, the grand- 
parents of visiting long-haired teens—all 
were equally worried about possible MFB 
poisoning. In a special address to the na- 
tion, the president announced that he was. 
“launching .a crash program"’® to find an 
MFB antidote. 

Within months the FDA approved an MFB 
antidote. It worked by inducing very in- 
tense nausea. This drug was rarely used, 
for most people felt that it was better to 
make love with the most bizarre characters, 
in the most inappropriate settings, than to 
vomit alone by the hour. The second FDA- 
approved antidote, borzine, proved much 
more acceptable: it combatted MFB 
quickly and effectively with no side effects 
other than occasionally producing chilly 
fingers and toes. (Some individuals took 


"Jerry G. Lee, Pres/dential Bloopers (New York: Press Press). 


borzine for thrills, but never more than 
once.) With a few tabs of borzine stocked in 
the medicine cabinet (or handy in the 
pocket), the American public began to feel 
secure again. 


THE FADING OF THE GREEN 

By this time, however, the lime rage was 
cooling on its own. Several million Ameri- 
cans had already tried the drug, and intel- 
lectuals were sneering that the MFB 
ecstasy was “too easy."'” The media were 
bored with the drug. College students were 
discovering that although one MFB trip 
could be a revelation, the second one was 
just a repetition, and the third could be 
downright boring. All those intense 
Ppsychogenital sensations again ,.. It was 
considered hip to have taken MFB but 
not to “need” it any more. Now, if one's lover 
offered lime, the proper stance was out- 
rage, as in the following scene from a novel 
of the time: 

She threw the tablets to the floor. 

“What's wrong?" he asked. 

“Don't you think I'm good enough without 
that phony crap?” 

“But Jenny..." 

"Get out,” she said. “You make me 
sick,""® 

Skateboards, disco dancing, and a high 
grade-point average displaced MFB 
among the absorptions of the young. Wel- 
lerby Gearing, released at last, was de- 
tided or pitied as an outmoded figure from 
another epoch. Lime was thoroughly dis- 
credited when the New York Times revealed 
that fifteen years earlier the CIA had been 
using MFB as a “disorienting” agent. After 
that incredible admission only a few drug 
diehards, who maintained that anything 
that felt so good had to be right, continued 
to take lime, but they had considerable 
trouble in getting needed supplies. Orga- 
nized crime now concentrated on other 
drugs, and it became much easier to find 
heroin or cocaine than to get MFB. The 
“greening” of America was over, 


“FATHER LIME" TODAY 

And what of Dr. Alfred Hoffer? Was he 
persecuted and reviled? Did “Father Lime" 
die brokenhearted and alone? Not at all. 
The Swiss are a tolerant people, and they 
recognized the accidental nature of his 
discovery. Although Mendoz ceased pro- 
duction of MFB several years ago, the 
company has always treated Dr. Hoffer with 
respect, retusing to blame him for the con- 
sequences of his findings. His pension is 
handsome; he and his wife, both in their 
nineties, continue to live a comfortable lite 
in Basel. They are an extraordinarily lively 
and affectionate old couple; they look 
years younger than they are. One recent 
afternoon, a visiting academic asked what 
their secret was. Alfred Hoffer smiled; Mar- 
garet Hoffer blushed, Ot 
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| DOES THE 
GREEN-EYED MONSTER 
TURN YOU BLUE? 


BY FRANK DONEGAN 


_ Forty questions to tell if you're obsessive or possessive. 
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PSYCHOGRAPH 


ARE YOU THE JEALOUS TYPE? 


When jealousy grabs hold of a man, it can 
turn him into something that strongly re- 
sembles the picture Dorian Gray used to 
keep in his upstairs room, Shakespeare 
called jealousy “the green-eyed monster,” 
and anyone who has ever had to cope with 
ajealous lover knows what the Bard of Avon 
was talking about. 

We rarely have trouble recognizing the 
symptoms of jealousy in others. The jeal- 
ous man is the one who won't let his wife out 
the door without a chastity belt and a 
chaperone, right? But recognizing jealousy 
in ourselves is more difficult. What if the 
woman you live with announces that she’s 
going jogging through the South Bronx at 
two o'clock in the morning? Does your 
apoplectic response indicate that you are 
jealous of her independent attitude (and 
suspect that she is rendezvousing with the 
fourteen-year-old leader of a street gang)? 
Or does it mean that you are only justifiably 
concerned for the health of her and her 
running shoes? 

These are the types of distinctions that 
this questionnaire can help you measure. 
Your answers—if they're honest—may in- 


to jealousy; yet, taken as a group, they can 
act as predictors, indicating whether or not 
you—when push comes to shove—will 
react with jealousy in your relations with 
women, 

Answer the questions quickly. Your initial 
response is likely to be the most honest 


YES NO 
1, —_ Do you often feel life is giving 
you the shortend of the stick? 
2... — Would you say that you were 
pampered as a kid? (Be hon- 
est.) 


3, _—_ When you go to a party, do 

¢ you feel that the woman who 
accompanies you should 
stick by your side for almost 
the entire evening? 


— Do you wish that you were 
younger than you are? 


5. — Do you think that you're not 
much fun to be with? 


6. — When you were a kid, did you 


dicate whether you're the jealous type or 
whether your occasional jealous actions 
spring from a legitimate concern for the 
woman (or women) in your life. 

Today, more than ever before, it is impor 
tant for men to learn to cope with jealousy. 
As women continue to assert their inde- 
pendence, the opportunities for jealousy 
will increase. The jealous man will have to 
worry not only about his old lady going with 
the milkman or the mailman but also about 
her making it with her boss, business asso- 
ciates, salesmen, law partners, customers, 
and the guys in the locker room, And he'll 
not only have to worry about her screwing 
around; he'll also have to worry that she 
might end up with a better job than his. The 
tampant jealousy that might result from this 
state of affairs could cause us all problems. 

Although psychologists haven't devel- 
oped an exhaustive profile of male jealousy, 
they have—through clinical observa- 
tion—established correlates of jealousy. 
These are the modes of thought and action 
that characterize jealous men when they 
are not being actively jealous, They form 
the basis for this quiz. Many of the items 
below may seem as if they have, no relation 
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purposely do a lot of things 
wrong to attract attention, 
such as putting your clothes 
‘on incorrectly of refusing to. 
eat until you were begged to? 


7.— — Would you say that you're 
generally helpless or clumsy 
in areas other than your job 
(such as cooking, doing 
housework, and repairing 
your car)? 


8. — Would you say that you're 
"too conscientious” about 
your job? 


9, —_ Do you find that you can't 
relax even when you're tired? 


10. —_ Do you feel that other people 
expect you to do more than 
your share at work and at 
home? 

11, _. — When you were a child, did 

you ever find your mother en- 
gaging in sexual acts with a 


man other than your father? 


—— Did you, during your adoles- 
cent years, suspect that your 
mother was being unfaithful 
to your father? 


—— Have you often wished that 
you were someone else? 


— Do you feel that you should 
always be the dominant part- 
ner in your relationships? 


— Do you like practical jokes? 


— Does it seem that other 
people always have more 
material things—cars, boats, 
houses, clothing—than you? 


—— Does it bother you that others 
have more material things 
than you? 


18, __ Do you find that you can usu- 
ally get your own way in rela- 
tionships with women? 

19... __ Do you feel thal your boss 

criticizes you more than he 
does other workers? 


20... __ When you are criticized, do 
you fly off the handle or get 
extremely depressed? 

21. —— Dominor problems in your life 
bother you more than they 
should? 

22, __ Do you have trouble making 

up your mind when you are 

faced with choices? 


—. Do you feel that your boss or 
your coworkers try to under 
mine you on the job? 


24. __ Do you suffer from allergies? 

25. __ Do you feel that you have to 
be the life of the party when 
you go out socially? 


26. __ Do you feel that other peo- 
ple—especially the women in 


your life—force you to do 
things that you don't want to 
do? 
27. __ Do you have trouble with al- 
cohol? 

28, __ Would you say that you're a 
very good sexual athlete? 
29, __ When you meet a man who is 
stronger, better-looking, and 
more successful than you, do 
you feel deep down that 
you'd like to cut the bastard 

down to size? 


30. —_ Do you act timid or “too po- 
lite" with people who you re- 
ally think are assholes? 


31. —— Would you say that you give in 
too easily when people press 
you to change your opinion? 

32... ___ Do you seem to make a lot of 

mistakes at work? 


33. __ Do you suffer from insomnia? 


34. __ Do you suffer from stomach 
problems? 


35. — Have you gone to several 
doctors who couldn't diag- 
nose an illness that you know 
you have? 

36... _—_ Doyoutend to be attracted to 

women who are less intelli- 
gent than you? 


37. —— Do you often feel lonely? 


38... __ Do you often feel ashamed of 
things you do? (For example, 
do you frequently blow up at 
your old lady and then feel 
terrible afterward?) 


39. __. Doesit anger you to know that 
other guys at work are getting 
paid as much as you but are 
not doing as much work? 

40, —_ Would you say that basically 

you're a conformist? 


SCORING 

The jealous man is more likely to answer 
yes to these questions than is the man who 
deals with women in a more secure, adult 
fashion, Give yourself one point for each 
yes answer you chose. 


\f you scored 0-5 points: 

Ascore this low raises more questions than 
it answers, You may indeed have as much 
self-assurance as the rock of Gibraltar, and 
consequently you never feel any impulses 
toward jealousy. Yet a score in this category 
has to be suspect. Very few men are as 
self-possessed as such a score would in- 
dicate, so devoid of the insecurity that 
gives rise to jealousy. There's a chance that 
you really belong at the other end of the 
spectrum and are so driven by insecurity 
and jealousy that you can't afford to give 
honest answers even on a quiz whose re- 
‘sults no one but you will know. Try and think 
it over. 

6-12 points: 

Congratulations. You are probably a strong, 
independent-minded man who is attracted 
to women of the same breed. You treat the 
women in your lite as adults and assume 
that they will treat you the same way. You are 
too interested in living your own life to be 
jealous over what others may or may not be 
doing. In short, you mind your own busi- 
ness. On those occasions that you do in- 
trude into the atfairs of a woman who is 
close to you, you are less likely to be acting 
out of jealousy than out of serious concern 
for her well-being, 

13-25 points: 

Welcome to the club, Your sense of self- 
worth, like that of most men, probably isn't 
so well developed as it could be. To make 
yourself seem more important, you some- 
times need to feel thal you can control and 
manipulate others. Just about all of us do 
so from time to time. Such behavior doesn't 
mean that you're "the jealous type,” but it 
does suggest that jealousy—and not gen- 
uine concern—will often be the motive 
when you Interfere in the life of a woman 
who's close to you. 

26-40 points: 

Your score indicates that you have strong 
negative feelings about yourself. These 
sentiments can lead you to feel jealousy, 
envy, resentment, and anger toward any- 
one you think might be “better” than you. 
You are likely to have a-strong desire to 


control others—especially women—and 
will feel jealousy when your apparently 
dominant position over them is threatened 
by independent action on their part. You 
stand a strong chance of being the quint- 
essential jealous man. If you scored in the 
upper end of this category (particularly if 
you answered yes to questions 1, 11, and 
26), your jealousy may be seriously disrupt- 
ing your own life and the lives of those 
around you, 


TAMING YOUR JEALOUSY, 

Ridding yourself of jealousy ranks as one of 
the hardest of all human tasks because it 
involves a complete revision of your feel- 
ings about yourself, You will continue to act 
in a jealous manner for as long as you feel 
ad about yourself, When you feel insignif- 
icant, it’s easier for you to tear down others 
than to build up yourself. 

The only way to attack the problem is to 
increase your self-reliance. New York clini- 
cal psychologists Marguerite and Willard 
Breecher, whose book The Mark of Cain is 
‘one of the few recent studies of jealousy, 
note that “the mature, self-reliant individual 
has little or no need to make jealous com- 
parisons —to destroy, sabotage, blackmail, 
exploit, lie, cheat, or otherwise torment and 
tear down those around him.” 

Increasing your sense of self-esteem 
and self-reliance won't be easy, because it 
means that you'll have to take ‘chances, 
take on challenges, and expose your ego. 
Don't expect changes overnight, but do 
begin to look for opportunities that will force 
you to rely on your own judgment. Any activ- 
ity that forces you into independent ac- 
tion—such as hiking alone in the moun- 
tains—may help. Take on small challenges 
first and then build up to the more difficult 
ones. If you have any particular skill or 
interest—no matter how minor it seems— 
work toward becoming better at it. Every 
time you increase your own feelings of 
competence and self-confidence, you de- 
crease your jealous need to tear into 
others. 

The great philosopher Ralph Waldo 
Emerson said it all in his famous essay on 
self-reliance. "Do your thing,” he wrote, 
“and you shall reinforce yourself. Society 
everywhere is in conspiracy against the 
manhood of every one of its members. .. . 
Nothing is at last sacred but the integrity of 
your own mind.” 
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SHAH OF IRAN 


DONTINUED FROM PAGE 78 


Mossadegh was a true patriol. He was 
tired of seeing his country exploited by the 
il companies; so he nationalized them. But 
that did him no good. Iran now owned and 
controlled its own oil in the ground, but the 
major oil companies still control the 
world's tanker fleets, refineries, and mar- 
kets. Mossadegh found Iranian oil 
blackballed. He could't get rid of it. Iran's 
income plummeted. Panic set in 

At this point fighters trained and led by 
the CIA descended on Tehran in a violent 
coup that ended Mossadegh’s pitifully 
honest ambitions and placed the shah 
back on his throne, where onc: 
dominance of the oil compani 
cepted without complaint. But now, 
result of the CIA's services, the Anglo. 
iranian Oil Company was forced to share 
the Iranian fields with six other major oil 
companies: Shell, Texaco, Mobil, Standard 
of California, Gulf, and Exxon. Thus the web 
of the majors—the Seven Sisters—was 
made complete in the Middle East, From 
that day forth they would be represented in 
the Iranian Consortium, There was one little 
legal hitch, which was quickly solved. The 
Iranian Consortium could not be set up until 
the Department of Justice had exempted 
the U.S. companies from all antitrust laws. 
With the blessing of President Eisenbawe’. 
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whom the oil majors owned body and soul, 
this was done secretly in 1954 

And the next time they called the tune 
was in 1959-60, when they created OPEC, 
the Organization of the Petroleum- 
Exporting Countries. Simple history rec- 
ords that OPEC was organized by the major 
Arab countries, plus Iran and Venezuela, 
as a way to negotiate with the Seven Sis: 
ters, But in fact Exxon organized OPEC ina 
roundabout way by lowering the price of 
Middle Eastern oil to such a level that the 
producing countries, faced with econor 
ruin, had to fight back, Exxon knew that th 
would be the result. As oil historian Anthony 
Sampson has pointed out, Exxon's deci- 
sion in August 1960 to reduce the price that 
it would pay for oil, coming on top of a brutal 
price cul in February 1959, “compelled the 
countries’ to organize. As one Kuwaiti said, 
‘OPEC couldn't have happened without 
the oil cartel. 

But for the moment the oil companies 
kept the potential power of OPEC in re- 
serve. Later OPEC would be their agent 
supreme in raising prices, but right then it 
could not be of service for one simple, ex- 
cruciating reason: the world was awash 
with surplus oil, There was a great glut of oil 
throughout most of the 1960s. With oil 
priced at around $12 a barrel today, it may 
9€ hard to believe, but in the 1960s a great 
deal of oil went for $1.60 a barrel, and the 
companies felt lucky to sell it at any price. 
~elfi.d965 Fortune magazine, noting that 


some oil experts foresaw a possible de- 
cline in oil price to one dollar a barrel on the 
world market, predicted that “barring a 
great international cartel that will tie up the 
world of oil as no international organization 
has ever tied up anything before, everyone 
in the oil business faces a long series of 
[price] adjustments” downward. It added: 
“New producers are raising more crude 
and lowering crude prices. New fields are 
opening up. So all the sheiks' horses and all 
the sheiks’ men will never put the comfort- 
able old price structure together again. 
Consumers everywhere should rejoice.” 

But such predictions overlooked the fact 
that OPEC, the potentially "great interna- 
tional carte! that will tie up the world of oil as 
no international organization has ever tied 
up anything before,” was already in exis- 
tence and ready to be activated by the oil 
companies. By the end of the decade 
something resembling a seller's market 
had again developed, and the Seven Sis- 
ters were now desperately eager to stop 
the slide toward dollar oil, They were, in 
short, ready to use OPEC. 

Beginning in 1970, with the shah among 
the shrillest of its spokesmen, OPEC began 
demanding higher and higher prices. In 
February 1971 Iran signed an agreement 
with the oil companies to stabilize prices for 
five years. Two months later the shah broke 
the agreement and kicked the prices sky- 
ward again. By mid-1973 the industrial na- 
tions had become oil junkies, screaming for 
more; so in July 1974 the shah nationalized 
all the oil fields in Iran, which gave him the 
machinery for even swifter price increases, 
When other OPEC nations were satisfied to 
let the price of oil settle at $11.65 a 
barrel—a mere 1,000 percent higher than it 
had been only eight years earlier—the 
shah kept pressing for $17 a barrel, and 
only the restraints of Saudi Arabia kept him 
from getting it 

Were the oil companies angry? Hardly. 
The higher the shah pushed the price, the 
greater their profits were. These were 
thieves working together, not against each 
other. When the president of Gulf Oil, 
sked if he thought OPEC 
good thing,” he admitted that OPEC 
ad “done us a favor by forcing the price of 
oil as it did." And Carmichael C, Pocock, 
chairman of Royal Dutch Shell, also has 
admitted that since OPEC took over the 
pricing of oil at production, “our role is much 
happier” It should be. Annual profits for 
Exxor day are 77 percent higher than 
they were before the OPEC embargo of 
1973; they are 177 percent higher tor Stan. 
dard of Indiana, 100 percent higher for 
Standard of California, 240 percent higher 
for Phillips, 160 percent higher for Conoco, 
and so on. The oil-producing countries and 
the oil companies have grown filthy rich 
together. So the OPEC ruler who demands 
the mostis, in effect, their greatest ally, And 
that is the shah. 

Like most of the world’s. superrich 
people, the shah and his family have a hard 
time in spending all their loot. The shah’s 
personal wealth is so great, being virtually 


as limitless as Iran's income, that itis hardly 
worth trying to measure. When New York 
City first approached the brink of bank- 
ruptcy a couple of years ago, the shah 
spoke of coming to its assistance by buy- 
ing Manhattan; no one could be sure that 
he was kidding. The shah's twin sister, 
Princess Ashraf, has been known to lose 
tremendous amounts of money in Monte 
Carlo's gambling casinos, where she is not 
so lovingly known as “The Black Panther.” 
Because women, even royal women, are 
third-class citizens in the Middle East, 
Princess Ashraf is forced to live a relatively 
austere existence, maintaining homes only 
in Tehran, Majorca, London, Paris, New 
York, and sometimes Washington on a 
meager budget of $5 million a year. That, 
however, is only for household expenses 

Considerable wealth is also available to 
the shah’s cronies, who are given first 
whack al stealing from Western corpora 
tions. Businessmen who want to operate in 
Iran must pay off heavily. Some contend 
that corruption is heavier in Iran than in any 
other Asian country. 

The loot flows both ways. Early in 1972 
President Nixon and Henry Kissinger, who 
was then his special assistant for national 
security affairs, went into a secret confer- 
ence with the shah—a conference so se- 
cret that not even the U.S. ambassador to 
Iran was permitted to attend. They prom- 
ised that the shah could make unlimited 
purchases of U.S. arms. In return, the shah 
funneled money through Mexico, with the 
assistance of CIA laundry banks, into the 
Nixon campaign treasury. On his own hook, 
columnist Jack Anderson traced $1 million 
from the shah's account in the Swiss Banco 
Corporation to the Banco de Londres y 
Mexico in Mexico City. What happened to 
the money after that he could not establish 
for certain, but a former high official in the 
Iranian government told Anderson that the 
money had gone to Nixon. Former Secre- 
tary of State William Rogers, one of Nixon's 
oldest friends, who had gone on the shah’s 
payroll as an “adviser,” tried to pressure 
United Features Syndicate, which cistrib- 
utes Anderson's column, into killing the 
columns about the shah's role in the 1972 
Campaign. It is illegal for a candidate to 
take foreign contributions. But it was noth 
ing new for Nixon. In 1968, ac 
Cairo’s Al Ahram, Nixon had received 
“more than moral support” from | 


When the FBI began tracing the craoked 
the CIA pro- 
eopar 
ns, who 


money back to its source 
tested that the investigation could 
dize a CIA operation.’ Richard He 
was then director of the CIA, was 
pointed ambassador to Iran. 

Like his father, the shah is now consume 
with grandiose ideas of his own importance 
and foolishly inflated notions of Iran's po 
tential, Forgetting that Iran's importance 
depends entirely on a geological accident 
oi], the shah has become obsessed with 
dreams of returning on magic carpets to 
the glories of ancient Persia, and he has 
wound Up with a tragicomic kingdom. 
Mammoth irrigation dams have been 


built—without canals for distributing the 
water, With two-thirds of the population illit- 
erate, the shah decided to teach his people 
via lelevision-equipped classrooms 
forgetting that many of the nation’s 65,000 
villages have no electricity to operate the 
sels, Ten years ago he proclaimed that his 
“White Revolution” would turn the vast de- 
sert lands into oases of such productivity 
that Iran would be agriculturally self- 
sufficient, bul today most farms are oper- 
ated as they were twenty-five centuries 
ago. There are still food shortages, and the 
diet of most Iranians today is bread and 
vegetable oil. The mansions tes, 
really—of the privileged class have sprung 
up like sunflowers throughout Tehran, bul 
cesspools still handle the cit wage 
and fewer than half the nation’s housing 
units have piped water 

Most of the giant U.S. corporations have 
branches in Iran, where thay are willing to 
put up with the ten-percenters for a chance 
to tap the shah's runaway riches. But they 
have to bring along Western personne! to 
tun things, because Iran has few techni- 
cians, engineers, and scientists who can 
even be trusted to change light bulbs. The 
shah is short of an estimated half-million 
skilled workers, Looking to the day when 
his oil peters out, he wants to build two 
dozen atomic plants, but at present he has 
only a dozen homegrown atomic techni- 
cians. When he buys airplanes or tanks or 
heavy construction equipment or comput- 


ers or television gear or anything at all more 
complicated than a twelve-mule team, he 
also has to hire foreigqners—primarily 
American, German, and French—to come 
in and operate them and to try to train Ira- 
nians to take over the job later on, (It costs 
an estimated $190,000 a year, on the aver 
age, to support each outside expert Iran 
hires.) 

The shah decided that Iran needed more 
trucks; so he ordered an armada of trucks 
When the ships arrived, however, there 
wasn t dock space; so they lay at anchor for 
months, When the trucks were finally 
unloaded—al) 2,000 of them—it was dis- 
covered thal there weren't that many 
trained truck drivers in Iran. Drivers were 
frantically imported, and others were 
trained locally. Months later, when the 
trucks finally gol rolling, it was discovered 
that there weren't enough trained mechan- 
ics fo keep them moving. Indeed, last year 
a third of the nation’s cars and trucks were 
laid up, waiting to be fixed by mechanics 

Power shortages have closed more than 
100 factories in the Tehran area for months 
at a time, and the factories that remain 
open must curtail work for periods from two 
to six hours daily. As a whole, industry is 
running at about half the production rate 
that the shah would like. Some new plants 
are operating at only 40 percent capacity 

And so it goes. The wealth of all Persia 
cannot make up for brains. But the shah 
knows this. He has attempted to buy suffi- 
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cient brains by pumping money into U.S, 
universities—an estimated $12 million so 
far and still climbing. With the money grants 
have come Iranian students, between 
25,000 and 50,000—nobody knows for 
sure how many, but all agree that they are 
the largest foreign contingent in our col- 
leges. Some will not return to Iran, because 
they hate the shah's repressions. But soar- 
ing salaries will lure many back, Among 
those’ he is banking on are the students 
studying nuclear engineering. At MIT alone 
lranians make up 20 percent of the 
graduate nuclear-engineering student 
body. Several hundred Iranians are being 
taught advanced nuclear engineering at 
other universities: 

To some observers, their presence is 
foreboding. The Science Action Coordinat 
ing Committee at MIT bluntly accused that 
university's administration of selling oul to 
Pahlavi: “The cause for alarm, of course, is 
the possibility of Iran's using the materials 
and knowledge available to build nuclear 
arms. ..." 

The shah has boasted that Iran will soon 
join the Nuclear Club. Senate investigators 
warn that “there are hints of Iranian nuclear 
cooperation with Israel, South Africa, 
and/or Pakistan, which cannot be substan- 
tiated bul which merit attention.” 

Does this mean that the shah might ac- 
tually use a nuclear bomb to advance, and 
hold, hig power in that part of the world? 


ot 


just that, and, of course, if the shah does 
strike a nuclear blow, the resulting turmoil in 
the Middle Eastern oil world, on which the 
United States depents so critically, would 
inevitably draw us in. For that matter, a nu- 
clear conflict would not be required; just a 
plain, old-fashioned dogfight could have 
the same resulls. 

Iran’s touchy relations with many of its 
neighbors make this occurrence all too 
likely. For many years Iran and Iraq have 
been at each ather's throats, and as re 
cently as 1974 their troops clashed in a 
border dispute'in which more than 100 sol 
diers were killed. In 1971 Iran seized three 
islands in the Strait of Hormuz—"the oil 
jugular,” the shah calls it, the vital shipping 
lane for Persian Gulf oil—which so in 
furiated Iraq that it severed diplomatic rela- 
tions with not only Iran but also Britain, be 
cause it believed that the latter had oper- 
ated |n cahoots with the shah 

The Arabian states are nervous and 
angry about other signs of the shah's ex- 
pansionist desires. Having recently 
pushed Iran's offshore boundaries to 
twelve miles, he is reportedly now eyeing a 
filty-mile limit, obviously to guarantee an 
even more generous slice of the offshore oil 
treasures, The Arab states are also pro- 
foundly suspicious of the shah because 
they remember that when other members 
of OPEC cut offoil to Israel, Iran did not 
Moreover, Iranian officers have been sentto 


Every sign points to his willingness {9 0 alata tor advanced military training, and 
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Israel and |ran exchange military- 
intelligence data. Iran and the Arabian 
states share the Moslem faith, to be sure, 
but the Moslems of Iran are of the Shiite 
brotherhood, whereas the Sunni Moslems: 
dominate most of the Arabian states. 

When Iran takes the step that triggers 
war, it will probably come, ironically, be- 
cause the country has a desperate long- 
term need for more oil, Although Iran teday, 
as the second-largest exporter of oil in the 
Middle East, is thought to have an almost 
bottomless oil well, it does not. Iran’s oil 
production will peak in the early 1980s, and 
its oil reserves, the experts say, may be 
virtually spent within fifteen or twenty 
years—a mere fraction of the time thal is 
necessary for building Iran into a self- 
faining nation. Iran could extend the life 
of its oil fields, of course, by reducing the 
production rate, but it cannot reduce the 
production rate a great deal, because il 
must have money, an endlessly escalating 
supply of money, to try to put together its 
jerry-built new industries and keep them 
propped up, to say nothing of the money it 
must have (or that the shah thinks it must 
have) to build a military force rivaling the 
ancient armies of Darius. 

Iran, guided by the shah, has been led 
onto a treadmill from which there is no es- 
cape. The expectations of the citizens have 
been aroused. Under the heavy industrial 
smog of Tehran, Iranian workers are con- 
stantly faced with inflation ranging from 10 
percent to 30 percent—they, like the shah, 
must have more and more and more money. 
There is no way to break the cycle without 
catastrophic impact on the Iranian econ- 
omy. More factories must be erected, more 
experts employed, more Western gadgels 
imported, more promises made, and more 
and more oil drained from Iran's precious 
and ever-dwindling supply. 

The juggling of massive income and 
massive outgo cannot continue much 
longer. The income is already beginning to 
fall. The first signs of Iran's decline came in. 
1975, when it decided that it could not af- 
ford to lend $300 million to Pan American 
which was seemingly faced with 
al ruin as a result of soaring fuel 
costs. Shocked by the shah’s backing out 
of this deal, money experts began looking 
more closely at the supposed wealth of 
Iran. They found that in fact the shah (one 
speaks of the government of Iran and the 
shah interchangeably) owed about $3 bil 
lion in unilateral and multilateral loans— 
debts for farm produce, for arms, for ma- 
chinery and debts to the Export-Import 
Bank, to the Commodity Credit Corpora- 
tion, to the Pentagon, to the U.S, Depart- 
ment of Agriculture, to private banks. And 
these debts were rising fast. Kissinger pre- 
dicted that between 1975 and 1980 Iran 
would sell $16 billion in oil and petrochemi- 
cals to the United States but would buy al 
least $24 billion in U.S. goods, mainly mili- 
tary, during that period—leaving the shah 
in hock to this country alone by a nice, 
round 50 percent and destined to go 
deeper into debt as his megalomaniacal 
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dreams of military-industrial glories lead 
him on, 

\f he was having an orgy of spending with 
the United States, whal was he doing with 
other industrial countries? In 1973 the shah 
sel up a five-year plan calling for the ex- 
penditure of $123 billion. It was a jerry-built 
plan, for although his oil income jumped 
trom $4,5 billion in 1973 to $20 billion in 
1975, by the latter year he was already 
borrowing on the Eurodollar market. He has 
simultaneously started outting back on pro: 
jected industrial expansion and slarled 
depending more heavily on foreign loans. 

Where will he get the money to pay off the 
mounting debts now that the end of his 
greal oil era is in sight? How will he sustain 
Iran when it loses its only real source of 
income? Not from the rickely industries that 
he is betting on 

Inevitably, when the shah's pumps begin 
to suck air, he will contemplate taking the 
dreaded step of aggression, If the United 
States is behind him, he will consider it 
worth the risk, So where will he seize more 
oil? He and his armies could, of course, 
move directly across the border into Iraq, 
which reputedly has nearly as much oil as 
Saudi Arabia has—meaning that at the 
present lime it has from two to three times 
more oil than Iran has. Such an attack 
would be quite in keeping with the animos- 
ity that has existed between the two nations 
for many years. But several things argue 
against Iraq as a target. For one thing, its oil 
fields are not yet well developed and could 
not be immediately exploited. For another 
thing, the Iraqis are a fiery lot, and any 
conqueror would be permanently uncom- 
fortable there. Third, lrag has a fifteen-year 
friendship treaty with the Soviet Union, 
which the latter would undoubtedly feel all 
too happy to honor in case of an Iranian 
attack. 

So, instead of striking against Iraq, the 
shah will crank up his helicopter fleet and 
his F-4s and F-14s and US.-built de- 
stroyers and landing craft, and he will send 
his U.S.-trained army and air force and 
navy across the Persian Gulf and seize 
Saudi Arabia, which has sufficient oil to 
keep him happy buying weapons and 
building unworkable industries for another 
half-century. Having wasted his own riches, 
he will seek to loot a less prodigal member 
of OPEC. He could have a battalion in Saudi 
Arabia within thirty minutes 

Who will stop him? Not the Arabs. Al 
though Saudi Arabia has lately been pour- 
ing billions of dollars into military hardware 
and training, Robert D. Hershey, Jr, a New 
York Times correspondent, quotes a Saudi 
military attaché as acknowledging thal the 
greatest portion of Saudi Arabia's oil fields 
are “virtually indefensible.” Saudi Arabia 
and |raq together do not have the military 
strength to withstand the shah. Israel could 
certainly not be expected to raise ahand 10 
oppose the aggression, for Israel and Iran 
have a tight, if largely unpublicized, al 
liance. Indeed, Jack Anderson reported in 


1978 that “there has been quiet talk in 
Tel Aviv’ int Israeli-Iranian pincer move 
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‘on the Saudi oil fields.” * 

But there is always Russia. Would Russia 
step in? And at what risk? The likelihood of 
Russian intervention is sufficiently high that 
“the Persian Gulf is the most dangerous 
place in the world for the United States." 
That's the opinion of Sen. Henry Jackson, 
who has extremely close ties to both Israel 
and tran, and it is an opinion shared by 
most of Washington's foreign-policy ex- 
perts, liberal or conservative. Dale R. Tahti- 
nen, a research associate for the rigidly 
conservative American Enterprise Institute 
(where Gerald Ford has a Washington of- 
fice), has joined the chorus of protest over 
the flood of U.S, and Russian arms into the: 
Persian Gulf area that has greatly in- 
creased the chances of war between the 
superpowers. He asks the big question: 
“Would Washington allow an Iranian 
takeover of the Arab sheikhdoms?” 

The very fact that the question is always: 
put that way, rather than the reverse—it is 
never asked whether or not the United 
States would support an Arabian takeover 
of lran—supplies the answer as it is gener 
ally conceived in Washington. Yes, our 
government would support Iran. In 1974, 
when the United States was reeling from 
the quadrupling of oil prices, President 
Ford went before the World Energy Confer- 
ence and dropped heavy hints that the 
United States was willing to go to war over 
oil, under certain conditions. In January 
1975, his foreign-policy maestro, Henry 
Kissinger, spelled out the conditions of 
possible war against the Arabs—“to pre- 
vent strangulation of the industrialized 
world.” The Iranian newspaper Ettelaat 
quoted the shah as saying that Kissinger’s 


_warning was “not to be taken seriously.” 


He was correct, in a way. Kissinger and 
Ford could not have meant going to war 
with Iran, forin 1974 U.S. arms sales to Iran 
were double what they were in 1973, and 
U.S. arms sales in 1973 were four times 
larger than they were in 1972. In 1977 |ran 
accounted for half our arms sales. Clearly, 
the United States intends to go to war be- 
side, not against, |ran, if war is in the cards. 

That brings us to the basic question: why. 
Why wouldn't the United States prefer to 
take the Saudi side, rather than Iran's, in 
view of the fact that Saudi Arabia has so 
much more oil? Primarily for one reason: the 
oll giants cannot control Saudi Arabia as 
they can Iran. The Saudi princes’ view of 
the future and their relationship to the rest of 
the world is entirely different from the 
shah’s view. The Saudi princes have no 
ambition to become lords of a great indus- 
trial park. The population of Arabia is only 
about one-fifth Iran's, and mostly its life is 
frozen in antiquity. The princes of Arabia 
have about $29 billion inthe bank, thanks to 
their recent rip-off of the West, and they 
could live on thal in great luxury for many 
years without pumping another drop of oil 
They do not have the shah's frenzied need 
for higher and higher prices. They have 
been the restraining influence within OPEC 
regarding prices. 

When the shah demanded that all oil- 


producing nations jump the price to $17 a 
barrel, the Saudis said no. They said that 
they had no desire to bankrupt the indus- 
trial nations of the West, which such a sud- 
den and catastrophic price increase would 
surely do. They said that they preferred to 
pump no more than they had to and sell it at 
a price that the West could afford. In fact, 
Arabia is willing to /ower its oil prices. Sev: 
eral times Sheikh Yamani, Saudi Arabia's oil 
negotiator, has made valiant efforts to per- 
suade OPEC to drop the price. Iran led the 
resistance to his pleas, Yamani tried to get 
President Ford and later President Carter to 
Pressure Iran into a less greedy position, 
but he got no help from the U.S. presidents. 
Even though the flow of new ail from Alaska, 
the North Atlantic, and Mexico put them in 
@ good position to demand the price cut, 
they were silent. 

The reason, quite simply, is that the oil 
giants, which benefit grotesquely from the 
inflation, do not want to lower the price of 
Middle Eastern oil. What they are vitally 
concerned about is that the supply not be 
interrupted. Iran would never stop pump- 
ing; Saudi Arabia very easily might. The 
trouble is that the rulers of Saudi Arabia 
have a disconcerting way—at least, to 
sophisticates of the Western industrial 
world it is disconcerting—of obeying their | 
faith. Of all Moslems, the inhabitants of | 
Saudi Arabia are the most fanatically de- 
vout. The happy life, to the Saudi princes, is 
hot only buying a new military gadget and | 
putting another few billion in the Swiss | 
banks but also taking time out to enjoy the 
righteousness of hating one’s religious 
enemies. They hate Israel with a fervor that 
would make the Prophet blanch. And they 
have said that just as they shut off their oil to 
punish Israel and its friends in 1973, they 
are willing to do'so again, Saudi Arabian Oil 
Minister Yamani puts it very bluntly: “The 
amount of petroleum supplied by my coun- 
try will depend on whether a just, lasting 
peace is established in the Middle East, 

Those are terms that Israel will not ac 
cept, nor will Israel's staunchest ally, the 
United States. Thus, if Saudi Arabia means 
what it says about using its oil as the ulti 
mate political weapon, the United States, 
responding to the demands of the oil 
giants, will send in its puppet, the shah, to 
take over, to rescue the West, and, coir 
dentally, to save his own economy. 

A special report finished not long ago for 
the Senate Committee on Energy and Na- 
tional Resources clearly concludes that the 
United States should support Iran if it does. 
move into Saudi Arabia: "If Iran is called 
upon to intervene in the internal affairs of 
any [Persian] Gulf state, it must be recog- 
nized in advance by the United States that 
this is the role for which Iran is being 
primed, Blame cannot be assigned for 
Iran's carrying out an implied assignment." 

The U.S. government has primed Iran by 
supplying the shah with the largest military 
force outside the United States, Europe, 
and Russia. And if that is not enough, then 
doubtless Americans, always expendable. 
will be sent to fight his war for him. +4 
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If you've been reluctant to purchase 
sexual aids through the mail, the 
Xandria Collection would like to offer you 
two things that may change your mind 
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2 Another quarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. 
Should you decide to order our cata- 
loque or products, your transaction will 
be held in the strictest confidence 

Your name will never (never) be used 
for additional mailings of solicitations. 
Nor will it be sold or given to any other 
company. And everything we ship to you 
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most effective devices available from 
around the world. Devices that can open 
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many doors you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple 
to the delightfully complex. They are de- 
signed for both the timid and the bold. 
For anyone who’ ever wished there could 
be something more to their sex life. 

If you're prepared to intensify your 
own sexual pleasure, then by all means 
send for the Xandria Collection cat- 
alogue. It is priced at just three dollars 
which is applied in full to.your first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely 
nothing to lose. And an entirely new world 
of enjoyment to gain. 
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FUTURE WEAPONS 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 117 


beam weapons depend upon the abilily to 
“see” the enemy. If you cannot see him, you 
are unlikely to kill him 


Charged-particle beam 
It is unlikely that we will see long-range 
offensive beams by the year 2000, but they 
will undoubtedly be used for defer 
purposes. By the next cen 
reasonably expect to see around the pe- 
rimeters of the superpowers “death ray” air 
defenses. They will take the form of 
charged-particle beams, composed of 
charged atomic particles, like those pro- 
duced by the linear accelerators at univer 
sities today. The charged-particle-beam 
generator of the twenty-first century wil 
produce a beam capable of destroying in 
coming ballistic-missile warheads. The 
CPB will be a defensive weapon: it will de- 
stroy the electronic circuitry that aims the 
missile and detonates the warhead. Enemy 
missiles will simply crash harmlessly to the 
earth without exploding 

Defense against the CPB is extremely 
difficult, because even the densest steel 
can be penetrated by a subatomic particle. 
The CPB also attacks a missile in a peculiar 
way: it strikes the charged particles that 
move along the wires within the warhead 

The CPB will probably change offensive 
strategies in an interesting way: twenty- 
first-century offensive missiles will nol be 
high flying at all, but low flying and therefore 
relatively slow moving. In this respect, the 
cruise. missile may be said to be the first 
weapon of the next century. 


Laser “Nets” 

In the next century 95 percent of military 
transport will be done by ship, since even 
the largest plane in the year 2000 will still 
have a payload only a fraction of the size of 
today's tankers. Consequently, the ability to 
sink ships will remain a vital part of future 
warfare, and the submarine will continue to 
play a preeminent role. 

In the twenty-first century the seas will be 
patrolled by helicopters and quick-moving 
hovercrafts equipped with long booms, 
which will emit intermittent bursts of energy. 
In this way the seas will be “dragged” by 
“laser nets,” and the search and destruc- 
tion of enemy submarines will become 
combined into a single operation: as soon 
as an energy beam “finds” a sub, it will 
automatically destroy it 

Surface ships will be equipped with 
rotating laser-generating heads, which will 
sweep ahead with a laser beam, as well as 
with fixed booms generating a vertical 
beam. In addition, helicopters with single: 
beam attack lasers can be used if sub- 
marines come to the surtace, since sub- 
marines will be likely to attack from beyond 
the range of the “net,” rather than risking 
instant destruction. Torpedoes are as Vvul- 
nerable to the laser net as the submarineis, 
and submarines in the iwenty: first CeMUtye 
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will be equipped with long-range surface- 
jo-surface missiles. Their attack technique 
will consist of surfacing quickly, launching 
their missiles, and then quickly diving and 
ig from the area. 


‘Tailor-made explosions (controlled config- 
uration explosive) 

The Controlled Configuration Explosive 
(CCE) consists of a cannister (either 
dropped from an aircratt or delivered by a 
missile) that is equipped with several noz- 
and a high-pressure, high-velocity 
pump, which sprays large quantities of 
explosive vapor over the target area 

A\l previous explosives produce ineffec. 
tive ball-shaped bla that send 
tive energy in all direction: 
tailor-made exploding cloud 
the shape of the target itself, improving the 
kill effect roughly a hundredfold. 

The aerodynamic cannister is equipped 
with a sophisticated imagery device, which 
can "see" the target and relay information 
back to a “smart computer” either in the 
cannister itself or at ‘some other tro 
point. The imagery device produces an in: 
picture of the target, which the com 
puter then translates into a detailed topo- 
aphical description. The computer esti 
mates the height of the target and then 
grams the cannister mechanism. As the 
nnister flies into the target area, the noz- 
zles spray the precise amount of liquid ex- 
plosive required, along with mini 
detonators, in the exact contours of the 
target. The cloud encloses the target and 
descends until it has reached the required 
altitude, at which point the cannister—by 
now safely out of range—gives the com- 
mand to the detonators to explode. The 
cloud is then detonated, concentrating the 
blast on the target. The explosive used by 
the CCE will most likely be a liquid “doped 
RDX, six times as powerful as TNT 

This weapon has innumerable practica 
applications, but perhaps the most impor- 
tant is that it permits us to attack enemy 
forces in our own territory without running 
the risk of destroying large civilian areas. if 
a tank battalion moves into a Western Euro- 
pean city, the CCE could be used against it 
without excessive damage 


assumes 


Dial-a-bomb 
Current nuclear weapons are clumsy and 
overpowered means of destruction. Even 
the so-called neutron bomb is only a minor 
improvement. The ettect of current nuclear 
weapons stems from a combination of three 
elements: blast, heat, and radiation. It is 
unnecessary to have all three elements in. 
volved in every nuclear weapon; some- 
times only one effect is required 

The bomb of the next century will permit 
military strategists to choose the effect they 
wish (hence the term “dial-a-bomb") 
Bombs will come in two or three sizes and 
will be able to produce pure heal, pure 
radiation, or pure blast. 

Pure-radiation bomb. This is the ultimate 
antipersonne| weapon, for it will destroy life 
withoutedamaging physical objects. The 
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radiation bomb generates neutrons and 
“hard” X rays, with no blast and very little 
heat: Current thermonuclear bombs derive 
their effect from a massive blast, which 
produces radioactive debris, or fallout, 
making the detonation of nuclear weapons 
dangerous for both sides. But the pure- 
radiation bomb will generate radiation 
without fallout, and its destructive power 
will be confined within narrow geographi- 
callimits, The nuclear fusion that generates 
the radioactivity will be produced by in- 
tense heat, concentrated from a small con- 
ventional explosion by a series of lenses. 
The result is a minimal blast with a 
maximum amount of radiation 

Pure-heat bomb, The heat bomb is 
primarily directed against cilies, because it 
spreads a wave of fire throughout the area 
The pure-heat bomb, like the blast and 
radiation weapons, uses a fusion mecha 


nism generated by a chemical explosion 
and then focused on enriched U. The 
radiation will be lessened by casing’ the 


bomb in a prefragmented graphite com- 
posite or in a@’carbon sheath, which will 
absorb most of the radioactivity. Very little 
radioactive fallout will be produced 

Pure-blast bomb, The blast weapon is for 
use primarily against military targets. It 
particularly important for use against rein- 
forced targets, such as missile-launching 
silos, and against enemy submarines. Un- 
like the radiation and heat bombs, the blast 
weapon does not use U-235 but depends 
on lithium fusion for its effect. In addition, it 
will be surrou with supercompressed 
inert gases, which will absorb great quan- 
tities of heat and will be propelled outward 
by the fusion explosion. 

Portable nuclear bomblets, Finally, the 
battlefields of the year 2000 will see the use 
of mini-nukes, slightly larger than a hand 
grenade. Some of these will be launched 
by bazookas held on the shoulders; others 
will be launched by 


Robot armies 

Iwo robotic devices—the Remotely Piloted 
Vehicle (RPV) and the Super 
Missile —will be the most wid 
stitutes for humans in the y 000. 

RPV. In the year 2000, men will be re- 
moved from the combat zone and replaced 
with remote-controlled weaponry, Howeve 
men will still make the dec 
the armed forc but from a different lo 
tion. Instead of looking out from within 
tank, our tank commanders of the twenty 
first century will look at a television screen, 
with the same control pane! in front of them 
as they had in the tank. The tank will move 
by remote control, and the tank command. 
er will have the advant f being able to 
follow the progress of the entire battle and 
not simply the individual act of combat in 
which his tank is involved 

Super cruise missile. Today's cruise mis 
sile already has a highly advanced guid- 
ance system, An on-board cornputer has 
prestored information about the contours of 
the terrain, An altimeter checks the route 
and can make course corrections if the 
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missile strays from its assigned path. But 
the cruise is “blind” and cannot see or 
evade antiaircraft defenses. Nonetheless, 
itis a fearsome weapon, 

The Super Cruise of the year 2000 will be 
vastly superior. Its guidance system will 
contain a “smart’ computer, already pro- 
grammed with the location of the target and | 
maps of the area belween the launch site | 
and the target itself. It will have a television 
camera with image recognition of the 

| 


target, antimissile missiles, and enemy air 
craft, The Super Cruise will be able to make 
all of its own decisions: it will avoid enemy 
attack missiles, evade enemy aircraft 
change altitude, hover when necessary, 
and adjust its speed if required. The com- 
bination of the computer and the television 
2m will make the Super Cruise the 
the twenty-first c 
jeliver nuc 
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the hope that they would infect the defend- 
ers within. Today several nations may be 
working on concentrated toxins that could 
be dropped into an enemy's water supply 
sed into the atmosphere, spreading 
mics of fatal di: such as 
bubonic plague and smallpox, or 
1g sicknesses, which can knock 
troops for weeks. 
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launch a deadly epidemic and keep it 
within predetermined boundaries 

An epidemic of a disease for which no 
antidot led would threaten the entire 
human race, while an epidemic of an easily 
manageable disease is not a real threat 
The problem, therefore, is to find a disease 
for which the attacker, but not the def 
has an antidote. In the twenty-first century 
these diseases will be produced by ge- 
netic engineers; fatal diseases if the aim is 
to destroy an enemy; incapacitating dis- 
as if the object is to occupy territory. 
Because of the advances in knowledge 


of genetic structure, it will be possible for 
scientists in the year 2000 to breed germs 
according to need create tailor-made 
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long border. It is very possible that this re- 
lentlessly expanding population will cansti- 
tute the greatest threat to the Soviet Union 
inthe years ahead, and biological weapons. 
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The Unseen Accessory 


After-shaves, which usually contain some perfume, alcohol, and 
emollients (moisturizers), are intended to soothe your skin and 
make you smell good. Recently, they've lost out to other, new 
men's skin-care products. 

The number of different types of men's cosmetics now turning 
up on the shelves is staggering. These products seem to pay 
more attention to helping your skin than to making you smell 
good—which is a good thing and about time, too. Instead of 
being called after-shave lotions, skin-care products are variously 
tagged “after-shave balms,” “all-weather skin conditioners,” 
“face conditioners,” “moisturizing after-shaves,” “sport lotions.” 
The best way to find out which one does what is to step up to the 
men's cosmetics counter in a department or drug store and ask. 
Read labels, too. If your skin is dry, look for products with oil-rich 
ingredients like lanolin; if your skin is oily, alcohol-based products 
will be better for you. Take this precaution,however: if you are 
planning to wear a fragrance, pick a lotion that has no scent. If 
you use a fragrance as well as a highly scented skin conditioner, 
you can create a mixture that smells terrible 

Be sure a cologne smells good on you 

The biggest problem that you're likely to have with a man's 
fragrance is with using too much of it. Many men (and women, 
too) figure that if a little bit of this stuff will make them smell good, 
alot of it will make them smell great. The result is an overpowering 
onslaught on other people's olfactory systems. The trick with 
cologne is subtlety—you want to give just a vague, tantalizing 
hint that there's something delicious going on with your skin. 

The second biggest problem is in choosing a fragrance that 
smells good on you. Fragrance in the form of cologne (or 
supercologne—a euphemism for perfume, which is more con- 
centrated than cologne) can smell very elegant or very cheap. 
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What smells good on another man may smell just terrible on you 
In fragrances you get what you pay for—most of the time, But if a 
cologne doesn't mix harmoniously with your body chemistry, it 
won't matter if it's the most expensive cologne in the world; it's 
worthless to you. The only way to know which cologne will be 


compatible with your body 
chemistry is to try some = 
out—in the store first and then 
out in the world. Wear one you 
like and ask your friends what 
they think. If three people tell 
you that it’s terrible, believe 
them and get rid of it 

Scents to choose from 
Because there are more than 
200 fragrances to choose 
from, you may have to do some 
hunting until you find a cologne 
that’s "you." The kind of scents 
that you will encounter are 
citrus (sweet), spicy (rich, floral, herbal); woodsy (earthy); 
oriental (heavy, full-bodied); leather (smells like tanned 
leather), 


at 


It's impossible to tell from a description what you'll like. A cologne 
that's described as floral may sound too sweet and feminine to 
your ear but smell quite heady and masculine to your nose 
Because response to smells is totally irrational and emotional, 
there's just no way for you to know what will appeal to you until you 
go up to acosmetics counter and literally put your nose right into 
things. 


Lhe trick: with cologne amell terrible 
& subtlety — you want to. give ust 
ague, tantalizing hint 

that there’s something delicious: 
GOW O18 wit, YOUr shin! 


Some fragrance rules: 

+ Sample betore you buy, Rub a cologne you like on your arm, 
and walk around the store for ten minutes. (It takes that long for 
the cologne to blend with your body chemistry.) Then, if you still 
like the way it smells, buy it. 

* Test different fragrances on 
different spots. Ifthe scents 

mixed together, they'll 


+ Realize that woodsy scents 
linger on your skin longer than 
Citrus ones do, that oily and 
normal skins retain scents 
longer than dry skin does. 

*Apply the cologne spar- 
ingly. Put it on your neck and 
shoulders. If you wonder 
whether you've used too much 
or too little, ask a friend. 

*Use less fragrance when 
the weather's hot. Scents intensify on a hot, humid day, 

* Wash off the cologne before you go out in the sun. Colognes 
contain elements that can cause a bad sunburn or permit the sun 
to streak the skin permanently. 

* Store fragrances away from windows and radiators. A bottle 
of cologne may look attractive on the windowsill, but heat and 
light will make it deteriorate. 

* Throw out cologne that’s been around longer than a year; it 
won't smell the same after twelve months. O+-4_, 


From The Man's Book, an Avon publication edited by James Wagenvoord and available 
through the Penthouse Book Society 


woodgy-cttrusysspicy green notes —_amber-spicesmush 


mossy-citrusy-leathery 


woodsy-leathery mossy pratchoule 
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The zip-lock bag keeps your smoke fresh and potent. 
The Mini-Maxi rollerand rolling papers help you turn out 
smooth, even-burning numbers every time. The Oz. 


It helps you keep it all together. 


O2,(Zip-lock bag, Mini-Maxi and 3 booklets of paper) $4.00 
Oz. FShiet ((18,CIM,L.U XL) $600" 
Or, and T-shirt Combo $9.00 
Includes shipping and handling 
California residents add 6% Sales Tax Beas 4 
Please send check, money orderorcharge (no C.0.D,) - 


Master Charge Li Visa (J BankAmericard expdate 
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Name 
street i 
city 


State. 2p 


*y V E ‘ A 
a) ws 8601 Hayden PI. Culver City, Ca 90230 


2/79 ©1978 Rizla Products, US,,Inc. 
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AVENG 


\ 


WINNER OFS | d 


BPE on HUSTLER 


5 ‘EROTICA’ AWARD 
Plus many more of our XXX rated first class productions. 


QUALITY GUARANTEED 


Order today our TELE-CINE X-rated Video Catalog No. 1, a two-hour video cassette 
of the best excerpts from the above features to help you select the ultimate for your 
viewing pleasure. Only $49.95 including printed catalog. Use your Visa, BankAmericard 
or Master Charge. Descriptive printed catalog available for $1.00, refundable upon first 
purchase. QRDER TOLL FREE 800-227-3248 or (415)673-4320 
(toll tree trom anywhere in the USA except California, Alaska & Hawail) 
: $2.50 Postage and Handling for any one order. 
PLUS!!! for G, PG & R rated films ask for 
our TELE-CINE Video Catalog No. 2 for an 
exciting line of first-run movies like . . . 


Call us for best prices on 
RCA, Panasonic, MGA, 
Toshiba and Sanyo Video 
tape recorders. 


HARDLY SEEMS POSSIBLE. 
NOT ONLY IS LA BI 
RAVISHING IN ‘SECRI 
SHE IS ALSO 

Bill Van Maurer, 


Ys 
Ave,, San Francisco, CA 94102 (415) 673-4320 


171 


PROBLEMS IN SEX? 
GETWHAT EVERY MAN NEEDS 


WITH FANTASTIC PLACEBO SEX AIDS 


Complete Control For The Over Eager Male 

STA-POWER SPRAY 

Now You Can Go On and On and On 

Does early climax stop many exciting moments of 

Sian untercourse? this 9-8 common propiem that 

BiaBower wil help you with. Sta-Power Spray 

Eontains benzocdine and is three times. stronger 

fan" our cream. Tt so. sate sclentilie 
yon. tne 

partner. It 


Do You Need Help? 


the head of the B 


ineip. you delay 


Coincide with that of Your partner, You will feat 
dnd appreciate the imorovement (ne very first time 
that you use i 


tre nin 
STA-POWER SPRAY $6.95 


——— 
For A Better Erection That Will Astound 
You And Delight Your Partner 

ERECTION PILLS 

Results Are Immediate and Long Lasting 
Gon't Erection Pills can make 
Sven ‘the limpest of men powerful, Give her wnat 
She's craving. Be the big man you always wanted to 
Ber This preparation fsa must far those of you who 
fre having aifficuities in ablaining and maintaining 
Po raiuhng. erectian. “Instant action: 9h 4 
Your money back if not complctely satis 


ERECTION PILLS $6.95 


Not Getting It Up La 
STA-POWER PILLS 
For A Terrific Rise — Erection Supreme 

Has a. stimulating power. tceal for 2 bailing not 
Uitte Wiil'enable_you 16 goon and on ana on, 
What more con we sey than is already said by ine 
fame OF this fine preparation. Effects will last for 
ours, Also ideal for turning her on, This pil wilt 


CREAM $6.95 


‘Unbelievab! 


In China. 
fac for 


ana iy vary Bop. 

Ginseng ie ighly 

produclng sexu 

? We ne ided our i 
Ginseng tam 

Sio'mase 

inva Caps 


Ginseng is sometimes ca 
To quate S. stein 


do everything we say it will or your money will be 
Immediately retunded, This pill can be mixed in 
any type of drink, 


STA-POWER PILLS $5.95 


mixed into any drink. 
24 TABLETS $8.95 


making it 
Bublie, at a price you can afford, If you heed 
Ginserig "you ‘cannot afford to be without 


POTENT PHARMACEUTICAL PRODUCTS, INC. ooo ».27 Lo) 
P.O. Box 535 Cooper Station New York,N.Y.10003 


INSTANT ERECTION CREAM 
Create a Now Dimension of Sexual Delight 


Instant Erection Oil is scientifically formulated to 
help, you get_an instant erection when rubbed on 

1, It 18 skilitully compounded 
‘teuit tlavored oll bas 


product is for 
‘anid-nave no luck. No to 
Need you fot the best oF joys that life has to offer 
Pass you by, With this fantastic 

Ean now Stand up and be counted, You owe It to 
yoursait ta try some toaay, 


jaguct you too 


Guaranteed To Make Hor Hot 
IMITATION SPANISH FLY & GINSENG 
Do You Measure Up? You Can. 


Their Effect, 
NL which Is chiett: 


iy, grown in the Far 
"The Chinese Nave used it 
1,006 
into 

ry 


¢ now, 


to'you, the 


3." The Turn-on Root 
if you thinic you 


Seen turned on betore you ain't seen nothing yet. 
$y" our Ginseng. with’ Spanish ‘Fly Capsules and 
finta ‘our ‘wnat hey means. Can be em,tied and 


THE NIPPLE BRA* 


it youre into 
nipples— you no ¥ 
longer have to live 
just with what 
Mother Nature gave 
you. ¥. 
VIVAS exclusive Nip: 
ple Bra is the very first 
bra to have tts own 
built in nipple 
Imagine hav 
ing thot sensual § 
cold weather 
look all the time 
ifs so sexy, (tl give 
your shape a SS 
whole new 
eye-opening 
dimension, 
The bra is 
available in beige 


VIVA Lir 


delivery. 


Patent No, 3.976.083 


al 


sheer nylon trirnmed with daisy 


New York resi 
Gppropriate 
Canada add $100 


ANDING WOMEN ONLY. 


3 trorn lined 


4-36 The bra is 


50 p & h to 


1gérie, P.O. Box 6500, En 
glewood, NJ. 07631 Allow 4-6 weeks for 


gaditional. tems 

shipped to 
Canada are 
subje 
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Several years ago | managed an office 
There was a rather large woman—nol fat, 
just large—who worked there. Virginia had 
‘@ good figure and a very nice face. One 
night my car wouldn't start, and Virginia 
offered me a lift home. After we'd gone 
several miles, | had said everything | could 
think of in the way of small talk and decided 
to gamble. | asked Virginia what her favorite 
food was. | knew she would ask me what 
mine was in relurn, and when she did, | told 
her to remove her panties, She laughed, 
pulled the car off the road, and asked if | 
was serious, Well, she finally removed 
those underpanis, and it started an affair 
that ended only after she had waited two 
years for me to leave Robin 

This lady did everything | ever asked her 
to do—blowjobs, swaps, lesbian scenes, 
anything, If had told her to put the make on 
Robin, she would have. Once, while we 
were driving together on an overnight trip, # 
was slopped for ‘ing,’ and she and | 
ended up before the magisirale. After get- 
ting him to hear our plea in private, | told 
him the wuth: she had been screwing her 
self with a vibrator and | was licking itin be- 
tween strokes. | demonstrated the proce- 
dure, using his gavel. He was not amused. 

Today | crossed paths with a woman who 
has a body just like Virginia's. Something 
clicked in my head, and | went directly to 
her and told her point blank that | would 
love to eat her. She said nothing but held 
out her hand. | took her to my office, 
stripped her, placed her on my couch, and 
proceeded to eat her. Within three to five 
minutes after | started screwing, she was 
screaming so loud that my partner actually 
came in to see ifanything was wrong. When 
she and | climaxed, | dismounted and she 
went for my penis. I'm still throbbing from 
the pure power of her mouth 

After all of thal, she finally spoke. She 
told me that her name was Lois and that! 
could have her anytime, and she gave me 
her telephone number. | told Lois that | 
would not have her anytime; rather, | would 
own her sexually. She readily agreed, and | 
made her stay in my office all afternoon. 
She gave me three blowjobs, and when my 
partner came in again | made Lois give him 
one, too. | called Robin to explain my being 
late and went home with Lois for some anal 
sex. She'll start working for me tomorrow, 
and we are going to an out-of-town swap 
party this weekend. I'm hooked again: 

My problem is that | don't love Lois, nor 
did | love Virginia. | love my wife I do, how- 
ever, desire the Lois types for sex. Should | 
continue until caught? | have already tried 
sending other men Robin's way. She 
spurns their passes like Joan of Arc. She 
knows | want to swap, but she's just too 
scared to Iry. | really need help —she would 
really die if she knew | have carried on this 
way. —WS 


The last two sentences of your letter don't 
quite make sense. You say thal your wife is 
“just too scared to try” and that she “would 
feally die if she knew that you carried on this 
way.” Obviously, the woman is more than just 


100 scared to try. She probably loathes the 


idea and just doesn’t want any part of 


it—-for you or herself, 

At the moment, it seems your extracur- 
ticular sex is not worth the consequenc 
I'm not being puritanical; it's just that your 
girl friends may cause you to lose your wife. 
From your letter you make it clear that you 
love your wife for more than mere sexual 
on to what you've got, and 
in the meantime you just might be able to 
convince your wife to start swapping. She 
doesn't sound hopeless—just a little re 
pressed, shall we say. 


LUST IS A FOUR-LETTER WORD 

Curtis and | have been living together for 
Over a year now, and things have really 
started to cool. Needless lo say, | arm often 
left quite frustrated, When we first met, | 
had been without sex for four months and 
was really horny, | was a barmaid and was 
trying to find a steady lay, with no strings 
attached. Well, | finally found him—the day 
1 talked Curtis into taking me back to my 
place. 

In the first few months of our no-strings 
relationship, we fucked so much that | was 
always sore. A day never went by thal we 
didn't get it on at least three times. | have 
never met a man who used his cock the way 
Curtis does 

The problem is that he went from fucking 
me five times a day to once a day. This went 
on tor about a month, and now he’s down to 
once a week. | don'tknow what's wrong, but 
whenever we do get it on, it's as great as 
ever. Also, I'd like to mention that he is as 
great with his longue as he is with his cock, 
but he’s gone down on me only three times 


in the past year. A lot of times when we're | 


screwing, he doesn’t touch my clit or stimu- 
late it, and it's hard for me to reach orgasm. 

I've mentioned this to him, but he doesn't 
seem to want lo oblige. Do you think maybe 
he gets turned off by my telling him what | 
wanl? He tells me what he wants, and I'm 
always eager to please. 

The second problem is that! can't seem 
to.suck his cock right. No matter how | do it, 
Curtis always has some criticism; | don't 
apply enough suction, | don't put enough of 
him in my mouth, or | bite him. I'd love to be 
able to do this properly. Can you suggest 
something? 

I've also caught him several times in the 
bathroom, jerking off to a Penthouse mag 
azine. Is there any reason why aman would 
rather look at a magazine and jerk off than 
ball the real thing? | have to admit!'m just as 
allractive and look just as good nude as 
many of the Penthouse models; so why 
does he need the magazine? This really 
insulis me!—Jackie. 


A number of people, women included, like 
to masturbate in private. Sometimes you 
just like being alone. Occasionally, even | 
enjoy eating alone, sleeping alone, going 
to a movie alone. Why not sex alone? And 
masturbation is the only way. Don't be of- 
fended. Everybody occasionally needs his 
or her privacy. 


DON'T GET LEFT HIGH AN ORY 
use 

‘At last, a liquid lubricant with a smooth natural tee 

Colorless, odorless, tasteless. Contains, no messy oil or 

grease, Leaves no unpleasant residue. Made from the 


finest nontoxic ingredients, For a 4 o2, bottle send $2 
lus 50€ postage and handling, Ill. residents add 5% 


ROCKFORD HOME REMEDY C0, 
Box 1565, Rocklord, Ill, 61110 


MULTI-SPEED 


FLEXIBLY 
VIBRATOR 


Give your favorite person the V..P, 
treatment with this flexible: mult 

speed vibrator. Made of pliable rub 
ber, it yields to body contours, and 
the'speed is adjustable—from a low 
tingle to a powerful throb. Only 


$17.00, Satisfaction guaranteed oF your money refunded, 
5 subseriplion to our sensuous catalog for just 
2.00. Catalog contains vibrators, sensuous clothing, men's 
ut more! Catalog is free with any order. 
This offer old where prohibited by law 
Adam & Eve, Dept, PH9-E 
Apple Court, P.0. Box 900 
Carrboro, N.C. 27510 
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THE LATEST SENSATION IN CONDOM 


INTRODUCING 


Fetheriite * with Natursol.” It enables you to feel a new kind of sensitivity you've probably ‘a 


never experienced before. 


A special curing process makes this condom extremely light... with unbelievable elasticity... — 


extra strength and reliability. 


Fetherlite’s unique jubricant formulation, Natursol, heightens sensitivity and feeling. 

Wearing a condom never feit so good. 

* Special Introductory Offer. Send $2.50 for a one dozen package to; Schmid Products Co., 

RO, Box 2527, Dept. A, Hillside, NJ 07205 


Schmid Products Company. Safe, reliable birth control products you can feel good about us- 


ing. Available in Drug Stores. 


_ FETHERLITE WITH NATURSOL. PUT MORE FEELING INTO YOUR LOVE LIFE. 


SYOID WHERE PRONIBITED BY LAW. 


It's difficult to tell from a short letter like 
this one, but—disregarding your com 
ments on Curtis's masturbation—I'd have 
to say your relationship sounds like a shaky 
one. Screwing five times a day may or may 
not have anything to do with love, butit sure 
as hell has a lot to do with lust. Nothing 
wrong there. But has your relationship 
grown at all from those first few lustful days? 
Obviously, the lust has diminished, but 
where is the love? You don't even mention 
the word once in your letter. 

Now don't get me wrong! I'm the last 
person to suggest that you have to love a 
guy to screw him, but sometimes familiarity 
produces not love but rather boredom. 
You're obviously as horny as ever, bul Cur- 
tis’s head is someplace else—and I'm not 
referring to crotch 

Talk over your problems. Ali may not be 
lost. Indeed, you say that the sex is as good 
as ever, Some men just don't need it as 
often as certain of us women, Such is sex 
But do discuss your needs with Curtis, It 
could be that he’s wanted to discuss this 
very subject with you but couldn't find the 
words. 


HOW TO HANDLE A WOMAN 

| had a problem with my first wife, Lola, that 
| don't wanl to see repeated with my sec 

‘ond. Lola, in the course of foreplay, would 
masturbate me with hand lotion while | was 
playing with her. When we were both totally 
aroused and | felt in danger of climaxing, | 
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would stop, and we'd have intercourse. My 
orgasms after this type of foreplay were 
fantastic. Her slippery hands on my cock 
made me feel like The Hulk. Then | more 
and more began to notice that, when | 
asked her to stop, she would just keep on 
joing it even faster, until | climaxed. Several 


d / 
times | tried to pull my penis back from her 
frantically massaging han 0 that! could 
fuck her, but she kept on going. 

One night, | awoke for some reason in the 
middle of the night and noticed that she 
was not in bed or even the house. | waited 
up until she came home, around 3.30 .m 
She explained that she hadn't been able to 
sleep and, nol wanting to awaken me, had 
decided to take a ride in the convertible, | 
swallowed the story reluctantly, since | kind 
of thought she might be meeting someone. 

From then on, | would pretend to fall 
asleep, until | definitely knew that she was 
leaving for some purpose other than a sol 
itary drive. About twice a week she would 
quietly get up and slip into the clothes that 
she had left over the chair. | found that the 
nights that she left clothes there were the 
nights she would make me climax with 
hand lotion and then take “a drive." 

One night, borrowing a buddy's car, | 
followed her. She picked up some guy in an 
apartment-house parking lot and drove toa 
wooded area just outside of town, | knew 
the area, and so | left the car on the highway 
and walked into the woods to a place near 
their car. In the moonlight | could see Lola 


straddling her date on the seat. 

I knew that if | confronted her, she would 
leave me. So | said nothing. From then on, 
each time she left clothes lying over the 
chair, | would try lo-keep her from making 
me climax before | could enter her—even 
faking an orgasm and putting itin her when 
her guard was down, However, Lola be- 
came much more adept al masturbating 
me with the hand lotion and discovered a 
technique that was really successful. 
Using one hand, she would encircle my 
penis at the base and pull down, causing 
the skin al the head of my cock to be 
stretched very tightly. With the other hand 
slick with lotion, she would lightly but 
rapidly jerk up and down on the sensitive 
glans. The sensation was almost paraly2- 
ing, and | would climax helplessly. Lola 
would do this after playing with me for some 
time, about when she sensed thal | was 
going to stop her. 

One night, when | was sure she was 
going out, | insisted that we make love with- 
out the usual ‘lotion job," but she insisted 
just as hard that she enjoyed doing it and 
that it made me come better. When I tried to 
argue her out of il, she said that if she 
couldn't use the lotion, then she wouldn't 
doitatall. | gave in, but only with the stipula- 
tion that she would do it for one minute and: 
that | would keep an eye on the nightstand 
clock, She had me lie on my back as she 
sat cross-legged at my waist, with lotion on 
her hands, and started her bit. After only 


twenty seconds, | knew | was in trouble. | 
tried to hold back, but | found the sensation 
too much and soon came in a shattering 
orgasm. | glanced at the clock —only thir- 
ty-seven seconds since she had started. 

Not long after this episode, Lola and | 
were divorced. 

| described this technique to a chick who 
worked in a massage parlor, and she /ater 
reported that it reduced her "massage 
time” considerably, even on difficult cases 
| have since remarried and am longing for 
the fantastic climax this type of foreplay 
causes, bul I'm afraid to tell my new wife 
about it for fear of a repeat of my experi- 
ence with Lola, Have you ever heard of this 
style of handjob, and do you think | should 
tell my new wite how to da it? Also, is there a 
way | could have handled the first experi- 
ence differently? —Paul 


A good handjob does not a cuckold make. 
So your first wife knew how to masturbate 
you and also screwed around? The one 
technique did not lead to the other. I'm sure 
if you show your second wife this mastur- 
batory technique, it will not lead to her 
screwing around on you. But don't let 
things get too "handy. Masturbation is 
nice, but there's nota lot in it for the woman 
who's handling your cock, Make sure you 
satisfy her, too, through cunnilingus 
mutual masturbation, etc. Once you've 
shown your new wife how to handle you 
just make sure you know how to handle her. 


OLDER BUT BETTER 
My wife, Adele, and | read your answer in 
Penthouse to the happily married couple 
with “monogamy mania,” and we want to 
add our two cents. We come from excee 
ingly different backgrounds, though 
each have had (wo marriages and count- 
Jess affairs in our pasts. We are both knowl- 
edgeable and skilled in the art of lovemak- 
ing, or so we thought. There weren't many 
kinds of foreplay or kinky excursions we 
hadn't tried at some time or other with past 
partners 

When we met seven years ago, it was as 
though our whole lives had been spent in 
preparation for each other, We discovered 
that when you add the magic ingredients of 
love and complete respect to technically 
great sex, it becomes a thing of beautiful 
and heavenly ecsta 

We camp out nearly every weekend, 
locating spots that are completely isolated 
so that we can enjoy the freedom of no 
clothes, soak up the Arizona sunshine, and 
make love for two glorious days and nights 
Our foreplay is an ever ongoing process 
that at any time may burst into white-hot 
passon. Adele has a large bosom for her 
tiny, five-foot frame, and just a gentle touch 
makes those dark pink nipples stand up 
and ask for more. She loves to have me 
nibble on them while stroking her clit, and in 
a few minutes she becomes so hot that 
anything goes. | can bury my face in her 
quivering pussy and bring her to earth- 


shaking orgasms lime and time again. Or 
maybe I'll stand in front of her when she's 
seated, my rock-hard penis level with her 
talented tongue. Sometimes she pours 
cold beer over me and licks off every drop, 
sending chills and thrills through me from 
head to toe, There are no taboos or limits, 
and we've tried literally hundreds of kooky 
things and positions. Sometimes they turn 
out to be less than successful, and we usu- 
ally end up laughing so*hard that we have to 
take a cigarette break before going on to 
new delights. One night we daubed each 
other with flo int paint, then made love 
under a black light in front of a mirror, What 
a lurn-on! 

To sumit up, we're a married couple who 
thoroughly enjoy sex several times a week 
(and sometimes several times a day) in 
many ways and moods. We find in each 
other a total satisfaction that we don't need 
or want to share yone else, Our love 
life is a rich, tv jour-Hour-a-day experi 
ence, even after seven years 

By the way, I'm sixty years old, and my 
wife is forty-eight, Does that bear out the 
theory “Use it or lose it’? If so, we sure do 
enjoy the using. —R.PL 


You are, indeed, as old as you feel, and the 
way you and your wife are getting at it, I'm 
© you'll be carrying on till death sepa 
rates you, Have fun —| could not think of a 
better pastime or hobby for a hearty 
trooper like yOu. Ot 


Sor Two! 


An unbelievable Pleasure 
Breakthrough by Prelude 3 


Now at last... the complete Prelude 3 
Vibrator System takes both of you beyond 
your pleasure limits . . . into a universe of 
thrilling enjoyment you've never even 
dreamed of! 


Total pleasure . . . tingling fulfillment . . . 
boundless, fantastic ecstasy for BOTH of you! 


The Prelude 3 System relaxes and stimulates 
the two of you. . .createsa fabulous, soothing 
world of sensual expectation, Then . . . 8s 
quickly or as slowly as YOU desire... leads 
you into a world of unrestrained pleasure 
absolute enjoyment .... indescribable thrills. 
then helps you to achieve the ultimate in 
satisfaction! 


Ecstasy... 


Your Prelude System Includes: 
+ The NEW dual-intensity vibrator, . . noise. 
less, hygenic, UL approved, Uses standard 
outlet, 

* The unique STIMULATOR™, available 
only with the Prelude System, for intense 
stimulation. Nothing to insert 

* 4 sensuous massage attachments 

* Instruction book 

+ FREE! Guide to Self Pleasure/A Woman's 
Handbook. A $4.50 value. 


MORE SENSORY ATTACHMENTS! 

Inner Magic - It’s additional length is designed 
for extra stimulation. 

Inner Dynamo-For utmostextra stimulation, 
adds ten rows of pliable, vibrating pleasure 
Points. 


30 DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 
This offer void where prohibited by law. 
If coupon is missing send orders to: 
Sensory Research Corp,, 2424 Morris Ave,, 
Union, N.J. 07083 

SS ee ay 
Sensory Research Corp., Dept 79-026 
2424 Morris Ave., Union, N.J, 07083 
Rush me the following 

— Prelude 3 System(s) @ $29.95 ea. ppd. 
— Inner Magic(s) @ $7.50 ea, ppd. 
—Inner Dynamo(s) @ $7.50 ea. ppd, 

— "FOR MEN ONLY” @ $7.50 ea. ppd. 


SAVE $7.50 IF YOU ACT NOW! 
ORDER YOUR TOTAL PLEASURE 
PACKAGE 

*Interlude System * Inner Magic 

*inner Dynamo * Pleasure Dome 

A REGULAR $52.45 VALUE 

NOW ONLY $44.95 

Rush me Total Pleasure Packages @ 
$44.95 ea. ppd. 


! enclose Check or Money Order 
i) — 

Charge my LiBankAmericard 
OMaster Charge. 


--4 


Account No Exp, Date 
Nome ~ = 
Address Apt 
City. Stawe Zio 


Ol enclose $1.00 for catalog only. 
Sent free with all orders, 

D1 do not want to receive a catalog or 
have my name place on any mailing list. 
In Canada send $54.95 to Sense-Aid, 
Box 400, Mt, Royal, Quebec H3P1E6. 
In New Jersey add 5% sales tax. 


(© Sensory Resoarch Corp., 1978 
Lo 
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1 WANTA WORD 
WITH YoU, GRUD SL 
YOU "ie Bes} 
ACTING: 


TOOMUCH FREEDOM 
WN THIS BT22L 


youR WEWS: 
ARE GETTING 
TOSEA 
PANN _ 
THE ASS: 


NOW CETBACK 
72 THE STRIPS 


MAN =WEAEED 
RUBBISHS 


LONG LIVE 
RUBBISH 


AO HOW HAVE THe GREAT. 
AMERICAN PUBLIC REACTED 
72 WANDALAND P FOR GONE 
UNSOLICITED OPINIONG » 
PENTHOUSE TAKES YOU INTO 
THE STREET. 224 


TELL YOU FRIEND, 
</E BEENAROUNO! 

1 THOU ee” 
SEEN ALL THe 
ACTION THERE 


1M WARY 
YOU) CRUD L 


CROSS’ 


“WHITE 
CHRISTMAE ANY MOREL 
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YEALIWEGOTTA 
THINK OF THE 
NDUSTRYAS 
A WHOLE. seee 


THE COUNTRY 
FOR 


STAND: 
Z 


Shaped 
for extra 
pleasure. 


NuForm® Sensi-Shape’ is 
an innovative, scientific 
achievement in male con- 
traception. NuForm’s 
specially designed shape 
allows for greater free- 
dom of movement inside 
the contraceptive ... for 
better, more natural sen- 
sation for each of you. 


go 


You'll both see the dif- 
ference in NuForm’s 
flared shape and pleasing 
tint. You'll also feel the 
difference never before 
experienced inamale 
contraceptive. Electron- 
ically tested NuForm 
comes ina choice of lubri- 
cated or non-lubricated, 
Available in drugstores, 


Special offer 0 introduce you to 
Nu Form Sensitol Lubricated. Send 
$2.25 for a one dozen package to: 


Schmid Products Co, 
P.O. Box 2471 
Dept. A, Hillside, NJ 07205, 


Vold where prohibited by law. 


Name 


Address 
City 
H State 


SS 
Also available in Canadi 
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our gig, Iseemed thathe picked on every- every- 
thing about me—trom the “noise” | sang to 
the clothes | wore (| prefer dungarees and 
low-cut leotards that show a lot of tit), By the 
end of my two-week engagement in his bar, 
Mike and | were barely civil to each other, 
It was closing time, after our last show. | 
had been hanging around with some 
friends atthe bar, getting pretty wrecked on 
wine and occasionally disappearing to 
smoke a joint. As usual, Mike was making 
remarks about my “unladylike behavior.” | 
told him to drop dead and continued to get 
bombed, | couldn't help noticing that Mike 
was spending a lot of time in my vicinity 
and that he was filling my glass faster than | 
could drain il. When my friends started to 
leave, Mike asked me to y. -He said he 
wanted to talk to me about business. 

The bar was deserted except for Mike 
and me. He came around to sit on the stool 
next to me, but he had no intention of talk- 
ing about future gigs. Instead, he started 
berating me, saying that girls are sup- 
posed to act like ladies, that | move around 
too much when | sing, that my clothes 
aren't decent. It was a rerun of his criticism 
of the previous two weeks. But | noticed that 
he was staring at my bre s and that there 
was a conspicuous bulge in his pants. | 
looked into his eyes and d making 
little circles around my nipples with my fin- 
gers. My eyes kept returning to that cock, 
the contours of which were clearly visible. | 
could see that it was flared and full at the 
nd. | told him to stop playing games and 
mit that he found me sexually desirable. 
He opened his mouth to protest, but | put 
my arms around him and drove my tongue 
deep into his mouth. He had never been 
faced with a sexually liberated woman, < 
it took him a few seconds to recover. 

| started sucking on his tongue, while | 
loosened his tie. | rubbed my busy hands 
all over his curly red chest hairs, feeling his 
nipples. stiffe 
gers. Finally, he bi : 
sponded to my probing tongue, running his 
around my lips and teeth. His t found 
their way to my low-cut leotard—the 
‘one he had been complaining about for two 
weeks. My nipples were taut now, pushing 
against the tight, black material, He slowly 
removed the garment, kissing my shoul- 
ders and throat as he uncovered my body, 
Mik sped when he came upon my 
bre which are enormous. He eagerly 
grabbed for my nipples and started pinch 
ing them between his huge fingers. When | 
squealed with delight, he said, “Like it a 
little rough, do you?” | moaned in reply. 

Mike's cock was rock-hard by now, While 
he continued to manipulate my nipples with 
his fingers, | slowly unzipped his pants. Let 
me tell you, the cock | found was as big as a 
shillelagh. | ran my fingers up and down the 
shaft, gentling circling the tip. He con- 
tinued to sit on the bar stool while | dropped 
tomy knéesand started licking that magni- 


DEEP STROKER! 


Pulsating 
Vibro- Massager 


Beautifully designed to 
bring pleasure to the 
Deepest muscles with 

the new double action. 

1, set it to vibrate 

gently but firmly, 2. set 

to contract and expand 
inches in“ slow, 

rhythmic motion, or 3. 

take it all, vibrating 

and stroking to soothe and 
reach the most difficult 
areas. Deep Stroker, the 
most advanced massage aid 
ever designed! Just $19.95! 


VOID WHERE PROHIBITED 


Gramercy Gifts No C.0.D. Please 
888 Seventh Ave. Dept.P-279,Total Enclosed: 
New York, N.Y. 10019 $ 

Rush me__DEEP STROKERS @ $19. 

plus $1.25 postage and handling ($2: 

one) to: 


MARE LOVE TO 
ANYONE YOU 
DESIRE 


And have them at your sexual 
command, anytime.. anywhere!!! 


“Score” is a powerful new placebo pill 
especially formulated to turn anyone on. 
Now you can stimulate and excite anyone 
you desire, Carefully blended from the 
Most potent and is 

ever known, "Scor 

oF woman éagerly respond to your e\ 
desire. At last you can enjoy the intimate 
experiences with the person you've always 
wanted even if you could not succeed 
before. “Score” dissolves quickly In any 
drink or liquid, is tasteless, and completely 
free trom harinful side étfects, It works 


delighted. with 
fesults or return within 10 days for a 
complete refund. 


| Send Cash, Check, or Money Order to: 
j Noble Products ept.p-27e 
P.O. Box 71, Enola, Pa. 17025 
1 5 Portion Size only $4.95 
Size only $7.95 (Save $3.93) 
024 Portion Size only $11.95 (Save $11.81) 


De. 


“Changed my whole damn life!” 


You've probably seen a lot of ads lately on doing 
better with girls, Well, before you decide which 
book to order, we think you ought to know the 
following 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS is the original, authentic, 
world-famous book on the subject with over 400,000 
copies in print. 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS Is the book that was just 
turned into the smash-hit movie that was seen by 
‘ver 25 million people on ABC Television. 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS is the book around which 
Mery Griffin based an entire hour-and-a-half show. 
It's the book which HUSTLER MAGAZINE — after 
reviewing all the prominent books on the subject — 
called quite simply “'.. .the best. . ."" 
Famous author Dan Greenburg had this to, say 
about HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS: “HOW TO PICK UP 
GIRLS inspired me . . . and if you're a man and you 
read HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS you will probably be 
able to have dinner with a beautiful lady you just met, 
even as | did . 
Of course, Dan's not the only one who picked up a 
girl using our techniques. Here are just a few com- 
ments from our scores of satisfied customers: 
111 tell you, | surprised the hell out of myself. By 
following the guidelines set forth in the book, Inot 
only ‘picked up’ a girl, but I picked up 2 girls in the 
same nightclub on the same night. Granted the 
circumstances were @ bit unusual, but | never 
would have ‘picked up’ either one of them had 
not read your book earlier that day... When | first 
sent off for the book, | thought the price was a 
Tittle high, But now | feel that it would be cheap at 
twice the price. 
Richard L., San Bernadino, Calif. 92410 
It works. | wasn’t even halfway though it and | got 
a girl! Even my brother —who has taken out every 
gin the world — said Wow! when he saw her. 


she and | are quite close aireac 
AW, Deel, Mass. 01342 


Just thought I'd drop you a line to let you know 
that your book chi my whole damn lite. | 
don't know what kind of accomplishment that 


HOW TO 
PICK UP GIRLS! 


by Erie Weber 


Featuring interviews 
with 25 beautiful girls! 
since I'm only 18 and highly susceptible to 
change, but just for the record, you did it. I'm not 
exactly Joe Namath yet, but I'l tell you one thing 
«+» they're calling me now, if | don't call them. 
. Taylor, Colorado 
INTERVIEWS WITH 25 BEAUTIFUL GIRLS: 
Ever since HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS was first pub- 
lished there have been dozens of slick-sounding im- 
itations. One book even goes so far as to promise 
you girls through hypnotism. What a joke! Science 
has proven time and again you can't get a girl to do 
anything she doesn't want to do. 


How To Make Love 
To A Single Girl 


Here is a book that can turn you into such an exciting lover 
women will sense your sexual powers the instant you walk 
into a room. Over 160 luscious photos show you—step by 
‘exciting step —exactly how to turn on today’s single girls. 
In these incredibly frank pictures you'll see an expert 

lover touching, holding, and seducing an unbelievably 
sexy-looking woman. Each of the more than 60 chap- 

ters tells you exactly what arouses a girl. You'll 
learn — in their own words! — women's most 
secret pleasures, the things they love so 
much from aman they can’t resist him 
example, you will discover: * the “magi 
place to touch a girl first * How to make a 
woman “let herself go" * The aphrodisiac 
touch * The positions girls like best * How 
to get a girl out of her clothes * What's 

‘special about a single girl * How to excite 
a girl with just words * How to give a 
woman — multiple jasms = * And 

hundreds of other fantastic tech- 

niques, most of them illustrated with 

incredibly exciting photographs! 


Most guys think you have to be good- 
looking or rich to attract lots of women. 
Not true! In just days HOW TO MAKE 
LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL will turn you 
into the kind of lover women just can’t! 
wait to go to bed with. We guarantee it! 


(to order, see coupon at right) 


D. Taylor 
Boulder, Colorado 


No, the real way into a girl's heart is through charm 
and imagination. And that's precisely why HOW TO 
PICK UP GIALS can be such a help. HOW TO PICK 
UP GIRLS features interviews with twenty-tive 
young, hip, ood‘ooking girls. They tell you, in their 
very own words, exactly what it takes to pick them 
up, For example, you will learn: 
= How to make women horny * How to make shy: 
ness work for you * Why a man doesn't have to be 
good-looking * How to be a big hit in discos and 
single's bars. * Girls’ favorite places for getting pick- 
‘ed up. * Opening lines that never fail to get their at- 
tention * An ingenious, foolproof way to meet women 
at work, at school, on the street * How to use a smile 
to melt a woman, to make her feel warm and sexual 
toward you. * How to get girls to pick you up * and 
MUCH, MUCH MORE. 

GET THE ORIGINAL 
You don't want @ book that promises you success 
with girls. You want one that delivers. And year in, 
year out HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS has helped more 
men pick up more girls than any other book in the 
world! Don't be fooled by second-rate imitations. 
Get the original. The Classic. The one that's been 
featured on the Johnny Carson Show and the Dr. 
Joyce Brothers Show. 
Think of it this way. A book doesn't sell 400,000 
copies by accident. Clever ads can take you only so 
far. After that word of mouth takes over. And with 
over 400,000 copies in print. men must be saying 
some pretty good things about HOW TO PICK Us 


Gan you become an expert at picking up good look- 
ing girls? You bet you can! It's as simple as reading 
the mind-opening bestseller HOW TO PICK UP 
GIALS. As the young man said in the letter above, IT 
CAN CHANGE YOUR WHOLE DAMN LIFE! 

(to order, see coupon below) 


We'll send you Eric 
Weber's 100 BEST 
OPENING LINES—a 
$5.95 retail value— 
absolutely free just 
for trying our two 


] 


‘Symphony Press, inc., Dept. PHH 

7 West Clinton Avenue 

Tenafly, NJ 07670 

_Send ma HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS. Ive enclosed 
$8.95 plus $1.00 postage and handling. 
Send me HOW 1 MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL. 
ve enclosed $12.95 plus $1.00 postage and handling, 
Send me BOTH BOOKS. I've enclosed $20.90 plus 
$100 postage and handling, a savings of $200! 


FREE BOOK OFFER! 
Order both books together and we'll send you FREE 
Eric Weber's 100 BEST OPENING LINES ~ a $5.95 
value. Even if you decide fo return your books (within 
@0 dye please) you may keep 100 BEST OPENING 
LINES without obligation. 


—Charge my credit card 
Master Charge # 
Visa/BankAmericard # 


Exp. date__ 
Exp. date__ 


(Sign here if charging on credit card) 
Master Charge and VisalBankAmericard holders (only) 
‘may charge by.phone. Call toll free: 1-800-327-1010 
Florida residents, call 1-800-432-2766 


State. Zip. 
, Inc. books are unconditionally 
guaranteed. If you are dissatistied in any way just return 


| your book (within 20 days please) for'a complete and 
Immediate rotund 


NOW YOU CAN 


PaULONG 
INO 


RELATIONS 


AS LONG AS YOU 
WISH...WITHOUT 
LOSING CONTROL! 


‘A learned sexologist has discovered an easy to use, 
‘quely new sex miracle that INSTANTLY allows you to maintain 
the male erection as long as you want... while completely 
‘eliminating premature and untimely climax. 

‘When you apply “ULTRA-STALONG” you are immediately 

and continue the sax act with any partner, 
my tempo you want ... without ever los: 


“"ULTRA-STALONG" is completely non-detectable so she'll 
aver know you're using it. It's also preaseless, odorless, 
non-toxic and 100% sate. No more ding 


For your privacy 
envelope complete 
‘simply return the label within 10 days for full refund. NOTE: 
NOT available in stores. Sold ONLY through the mail 

‘Do not accept imitations. "ULTRA-STALONG" is the only 
GENUINE potency product, 

mem ORDER TODAY ==: 
Send Cash, Check or Money Order To: 
SHORE PRODUCTS, Dent. P-279 
Box 427, Bronxville, New York 10708 
(7130-Day Supply $585. CO60.Day Supply $895 (SAVE $285) 
11190-Day Supply Only $10.95 (SAVE $6.0) 


LAUGH 
TOTHE 


hree 
capades: v 
favorite ch 
youve n 
onTv (S$ 


the wor 
ten (5£ 


¥ residents ac 
priate sales tax, Allo 
for delivery. 
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ticent meat. While | flicked my tongue all 
over it, | reached my own hand down into 


my pants, where my cunt was wet and 
for action. | unzipped my jeans, 
pushed aside my dripping panties, and 


2iNg pink clit. | continued to 
his while | fingered my cunt 
Suddenly, | looked up at him. He was star. 
ing alme intently, and | realized that he hac 
a woman masturbate be- 
obviously turning him on, | 


found my throb 


fore. Since itw 
decides to give him a show. 
| pulled my jeans and panties off slowly 


with one hand while with the other | p’ 
with my tits. | reached 
cking my own nipple. The hi 
was bright red; I thought it would bur 
he wouldn't jerk himself off. | was thor 
oughly. enjoyir but | wanted to 
watch him masturbate. What | needed was 
incentive. | found itin a large candie on one 
of the tables. | took the candle and started 
rubbint und my eager twat, talking to 
him wi oh thrust 

“Imagir ck inside my cunt," | 
said. Then | put the candle in my cuntas far 
as it would go. “Think of your hard co 
surrounded by my hot, wet pussy, going i 


myself 


th ec 


and out, in and out.” Watching me was 
more than he could take, He 
fuck him, but | played the 


didn't have enough. | told him that | had my 
well candle but that he could help by 
satisfying him: r 

wrapped an enormous hand around his 
| was ready to come from 
him move his hand up and down. 
the bursting point, and | could 
nervous about where to 
ered his silent question by 
ng my mouth over his cock as he was 
and by taking every deli- 
0 my mouth. Mike had never 
woman's Mol before, but | 
could tell from his shockea, yel ecsiatic 
expression that he would want to ag: 
t Mike and | have become 
we have had many in 
sions.—Name and ad- 


Brushing up 

My husband and | have been re 
Penthouse for about three yee 
teally enjoy hearing about the adventures 


of othe! must confess that | particularly 
like knowing that I'm not the only wife who 
likes to have her bare behind spanked with 
a hairbrush. From the first week of our mar 
riage five years ago. Jeff has disciplined 
me for misbehavior on the average of twice 
amonth, These spankings ai ays quite 
painful, and often | can't sit the next day 
without squirming. Usually he waits until 
bedtime, when he tells just what I've done 
to displease him, and then | must fetch the 
wooden brush that he bou: just for this 
Purp As | lie across his lap and feel my 
skirt going up and my panties down, | never 
fee! any sexual pleasure, only dread, for no 
matter how | plead, | know | won't be re- 
leased until my bottom is nearly blistered. | 
can farditystop sobbing. That is why what 


INTRODUCING THE 


The first and 
‘only condom cov- 
‘ered from head to 
shaft with 488 raised 
Pleasure Studs 4 
‘Women experience deep. 
throbbing sensations, much ~ 
stronger than regular textured condoms. ~ 
Yet, with Rough Rider, a man ylves up nothing. 
Its super-sensitive latex lets him feel all her pleasure, 
‘And it’s lubricated silky-smooth with warm, 
dry SK-70® silicone. Send for your order today. 


‘Order Kough kider Now’ Take advantage ofthis sensawus offer 
AY’ vibrator. retail value of $5.00 far ouly $2.00 with aach order 
‘Stamford Hygienic Corp. Dept. PHT 

414 Manhattan Street. Stamford, Con, 06904 

112 Rough Rider Condoms $4. All assortments include 
1 22 Assorted Condoms $5, Rough Rider, Stmula, 

5 50 Deluxe assortment $10, ‘Nuda. ttugger. Till. ete, 
120 Super Deluxe Assortiment $20, C) Vibrator Offer, $2.00 


Check cash ____Money Order 
Bank Americard (VISA) Master Charge 
Acct. # Exp. Date 

($10 minimum on eharye cards) 
pe eee 
Kame 
Address. — 
cay. = State z 


Free catalog with order © 1978 Stamford ilyglenic Corp. 
Money Back guarantee, Orders shipped in discreet packages. 


- 
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1 Senual Aids Catalog $3.00) 
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MAILTO: 
MICHAEL SALEM 
ENTERPRISES, INC. 

PO Box 1781, Dept. P-279 
FOR Station 

Now York, N.Y. 10022 
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g (Cecuetible trom lust order 
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FRANCHISE DEALERSHIPS AVAILABLE 
write for details 
w ALL MAIL DISCREETLY IN PLAIN WRAPPER 


Experts Say... 
You Real 


y Can Get Girls Through Hypnotism! 


If You Live To Be 100 — You'll Never Find An Easier Way To Get Girls ... Believe It Or Not — It’s True!!! 


By the AAP COMMITTEE ON HYPNOSIS 


NEW YORK — Their company name is 
Silverman Research of Prov., R.l. — And 
claim to have a new, modern way of 


ing girls. 

It's called S/A Hypnotism. And they say 
that thousands of men like yourself have 
already begun to use this easy-to-master 
onulene to meet, date and even seduce 
girls. 

They go on to claim that S/A Hypnotism 
works like nothing you've ever seen be- 
fore. And they even offer to prove it to you. 

They pom ise to show you exactly how 
to use this principle to meet more beauti- 
ful girls than you ever dreamed possible. 

And they go on to say that it doesn't 
matter how many times you've failed with 
girs before. Nor does it matter why you 

To use their words: “That's all in the 
past now.” 

‘When we saw their ad on this new way of 
petting girls, we decided to take a closer 
look and find out for ourselves whether or 
not S/A Hypnotism really did work. 

So that’s exactly what we did. We inves- 
tigated the situation completely. 

And we can now say that our findings 
show that their method does indeed work. 

Below is a copy of the original Silver- 
man ad, If you're interested in learning 
how to get girls through hypnotism, it may 
be worth your while to read it. 


(Reprinted By Permission) 


GIRLS WILL BE NATURALLY 
ATTRACTED TO YOU 

When you begin to use S/A Hypnotism, you 
will have one of the most powerful forces known 
to man working for you. Most gitls will see you as 
aman who they'd like to get to know bet 
much better. Many will be instantly att 
you, Some will simply not be able to resist you 

Don’t get us wrong. We're not going to give 
you any magical or super-natural powers. 

All we are going to do is teach you how to use a 
highly effective, little-known principle — a prin 
ciple that is available to. any man who is willing 
make the small effort required to lear it. 

R.C., Mich., says: “I tried every trick I knew 
to meet girls. But I seldom succeeded. 

T used just about every pick-up technique ever 
invented. And 1 still came up empty-handed. 

T was quite lonely = to say the least 

Then I heard about S/A Hypnotism 

T'ladmit ... thad my doubts at first, But 1 took 
achance and gave ita try. [had nothing to lose 

Well, I'll tell you ,.. It didn't take me long to 
see that I had stunbled onto something big 
Really big! 

Within just 4 or 5 days, 1 was meeting more 
beautiful girls than I knew what to do with 

1 started making dates with more girls than | 
really had time for. 

But that's nothing. You should see some of the 
sexy girls who were actually eager to sleep with 
me! 

Honestly, Lhaven't had this much fun in years, 
Thanks to SIA Hypnotism!"* 


And now, you too, can leam to use S/A Hyp- 
norism to meet, date and even seduce beautiful 
girls 

In a matter of days, you too, will be able to 
walk up to a girl (any girl), and within seconds, 
have her name, address and phone number, 

And that will only be the beginning. Because 
from that point on, she will agree with practically 
anything you suggest (within reason) 

That's the kind of power S/A Hypnotism will 
xive you, It puts you “in control” at all times. 


DON'T SELL YOURSELF SHORT 


jow maybe this sounds like a bunch of 
nbo-jumbo"” (0 you. If so — let us suggest 


Put your doubts aside for awhile and give 
yourself a chance. 

Notice we said “give yourself” a chance 

Phis principle works ... and all the doubts in 
the world won't change that, But if you let yi 
doubts get in your way — and you don’t at 
give ita try — you'll be selling yourself short and 
robbing yourself of the success with girls you 
want so badly. 

You don't need any special education or talent 
to leamS/A Hypnotism. Th no complic 
courses to take, 

Simply follow the steps in our easy-to-read, 
casy-to-understand book called .... The Easy Way 
To Get Girls; Through S/A Hypnotism: 

Read the book through just two or three times 
(with a reasonable amount of concentration) 
and you'll be well on your way to getting all the 
beautiful girls you ever wanted 

‘And remember — it doesn’t matter what you 
look like or how old you are. These things mean 
nothing when you use S/A Hypnotisms ==» 


MOST. UNUS' 
IN HISTORY OF 

S/A Hypnotism is working for thousands of 
men— and it will work for you, We guarantee it 

In fact, we're going to go ahead and make you 
one of the most unus rantees in the history 
of advertising. And here it is: 

Try out the principle of S/A Hypnotism for a 
month. Then ... if you haven't met, dated and 
even slept with more beautiful girls in those four 
wecks than you have in the past year, return the 
material, We'll rush you a full refund and more. 


e will send you: 
© 10 dollars (the or 
‘our material) 


Plus: 

© 13¢ (the cost of the stamp you used to send 
us your order) 

@ 2¢ (the cost of the envelope you sent your 
order in) 

© 5¢ (for the time it took you to fill out the 
coupon) 

© 10¢ (for your trouble) 

Think about that for a second. 


Once again: S/A Hypnotism works. And like 
we said before: **We’ll prove it to you." All you 
have to do is send in the coupon now. 

Every man who is popular with girls has his 
own special technique he uses to get them, If you 
ure lucky enough to be one of these successful 
tlemen, you don't need us or S/A Hypnotism, 

On the other hand — if you're seriously look- 
ing for a reliable, no-nonsense method of getting 
girls; a method that will work anywhere, anytime 

. maybe you should give S/A Hypnotism an 
honest try. You may soon find yourself with more 
girls than any ten men put together! 


inal amount you paid for 


NOTE: We have checked with the people 
at Silverman Research and have learned 
that their book on S/A Hypnotism is still 
available (with complete refund guaran- 
tee). You may order a copy if you wish, 


[ Silverman Research, Dept, P. 
1 P.O. Box 9204 
R.1. 02940 


| Sounds almost too good to be true — but 
{ you've got a deal, What have I got to lose? 
| Here's my JOdollars. Send me The Easy Way 
| 10 Get Girls; Through S/A Hypnotism 
After trying your material for a month, 1 
| must be 1 dating, and even sleep 
with more girls than Ihave in the past year. Or 
Tmay return the material for a full refund and 
| more. 
T understand my material will be sent in a 
| plain wrapper. 
| 


| Name — 


‘= 


| 
a —— 


1 City 


' state _ 
| 1976 Silverman Research 
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NOW AVAILABLE 
IN NORTH AMERICA 


Explore the daring effects of the very latest 
European designs — 2 exotic new color catalogues 
of glamorous lingerie, corsetry, underwear and 
nightwear, 

Dare you resist wearing them? 

Send $2 subscription for your color cataloques 
(deductible from your first order). NOW. 


NIGHTCLUB ibaa 


in the USA: Box 1446, Blaine, Washington 98230 
in Canada: Box 91190, West Vancouver, B.C, V7V 3N6 


EVELYN RAINBIRD LTD.™ 


MARKS THE SPO. 


* ‘jewelry lets the avid 
lexolorer know just where fo start dig- 
ging for your particular treasures. 

‘Available as a 
(gold-plate on ster $150 
Ip &h, OS 0 Stick K gold for $3600 plus 
$150 p & h, or as a large paperweight in 
pewter for $25 

Mail che 
Rainbird Ltd. PO. Box 548, N 
New York residents add oy 
Allow 4-6 weeks delivery 


Evelyn. 
York. NY, 10022 
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| make sure 
| tell me | would soon get my just desserts. 


happened this week was so surprising 

Getting ready for work one morning, my 
husband, who is a doctor, accidently 
opened my drawer and found a rather large 
bill from a local store hidden there. | had 
intended to pay it without telling him, From 
the tone of his voice as he called me angrily 
into the room, | knew that | was due for a 
spanking. He roughly pulled me into posi- 
tion with my cheeks exposed, and the first 
few spanks were as hard as the last few 
usually are. Just as | started to sob hard, his 
emergency beeper went off: Jeff was 
needed immediately at the hospital 

Now, part of his technique in administer- 
ing spankings is to vary the pace from fast 
swats to slow, very hard slaps that | can 
anticipate but never-avoid, Jeff let me up 
and finished dressing but told me that he 
had every intention of soundly continuing 
the paddling that night because he did not 
have time to punish me as strongly as he 
desired, 

| could think of nothing else tor the entire 
day | had just enough stinging from the 
prelude of the morning to be well aware of 
what he had in store for my poor behind, 
and there was nothing | could do. Every 
lime | saw the brush on top of the dresser | 


spend the evening. At noon Jeff called to 
ad my mind on my butt and to 


By the time his car pul v the drive, | was 


| almost glad that soon it would be literally 


behind me. 

Jeff did not intend to let me off that easily. 
All through dinner he tald me just how dear- 
ly | was going to pay for my spending 
habits and deceit. Suddenly, | noticed that 
my cunt was tingling delightfully as | en- 
visioned changing the direction of his 
thoughts. | turned and kissed him and 

e ing nipples against his 
chest. As he ki me for a moment, | 
thought that | had found the way to avoid 
my just desserts. | soon found out | had only 
layed the inevitable. Jeff stopped toying 
with my breasts and ordered me to get the 
brush, | clung to him and started to cry, 
begging him not to spank me. | told him 
how awful the anticipation had been all day, 
how | really felt that the thought of it had 
been punishment enough. With a little 
ake of his head he sternly repeated the 
order, and | reluctantly complied, He sat 
down on a chair and watched as | unzipped 
my jeans, which fell to the floor, It was quite 
obvious that my panties were soaking from 
the necking we had been doing, and even 
though | was about to be paddled soundly, | 
was still very much aroused. Jett slowly 
drew me across his knees. | was still whim- 
péring partly from the pleasure, but by now 
| could almost fee! that hairbrush cracking 
my ass. He jerked my panties down, and | 
arted to cry harder as my cheeks were 
exposed. Moments later | was still waiting 
for the blow to fall. Finally, | told him that he 
should get it over with and admitted that | 
was wrong to try to avoid a beating | knew 
full well | desired 

-He.Jaughed, although his grip on my 


id almost feel how painfully | would | 


SUPER VIBE 


The amazing dual control, triple action 
vibrator. It can vibrate with the toughness 
that you desire or as gently as you re- 
quire, plus... 
Super Vibe thrusts up and down, and... 
‘Super Vibe rotates round and round. 
pies, It's premium quality lifelike 
A rubber will give you the erot- 
Ic experience of a lifetime. 
A Once you've tried it with 
Super Vibe, you'll 
never use any 
other vibrator. 
Super Vibe is 
guaranteed to 
your total sat- 
isfaction or re- 
turn itwithin 149 
days for your 
money back in 


full. 
Code 457 
It coupon is removed, please send check for 
$24.95 to VALENTINE PRODUCTS, 175. Ful- 
ton Ave. Hempstead, NY 11550 
VALENTINE PRODUCTS, 0: 
P.O. Box 5200, FDR Station, 


I've enclosed my check or money order for 
$24.95 plus 75¢ to cover shipping and 
handling. Please rush me my Super Vibe 
Vibrator in a plain package today. (N.Y. Resi- 
dents add applicable sales tax). 

Void tierce 

Name 


Signature, 
Tim over 18 years of age 


Bae SSeS 


‘We're presenting condoms 
with a difference —so bed. 
will never be a bore. 

Rough Rider.™ the first 
and only condom covered 
from head to shaft with 468 
relsed pleasure studs. 

Nuda® Ultra-thin, the 
thinnest. tightest condom 
‘made in the U.S.A, 

“Tahiti” pre shaped con 
doms that come In every color 
of the rainbow. 

Stimula® Vibra!™-Ribbed. 
the most heavily ribbed 
‘Stimula ever made to coax 
her body to the brink: 

Hugget” the snugger fit 
ting pre-shaped condom that 
holds you taut and firm, 

‘And they're ull lubricated 
with warm, dry SK70* 


or 
Devil's Tongues (Now Unly $1, 

Stanford Hygiene Corp Dept, PH-58 

14 Manhatan Stree, Slamford, Conn, 064 

522 Rough Rider Condoms $4 Assortments include 

(2 22 assorted Condoms $6 Roogh Rider Stimala, 
+) Deluxe Assoriment $1, ud Mouige Tahiti. ete, 

C120 Super Deluve Assortment sau, Ci ftenc Tickler $1.00 

‘check ash Money Order 

Bank Americard (viSA) Master Charge 

SS 
'510 minimum On Charge cards) 


Acct 


Name 


Adress 
oty State up 


New 12 page catalog free with order or send $1, 
‘Money Back guarantee, Orders shipped in discreet packages. 


Stamford Hygienic «.. 


If coupon is removed send $3.70 to Valentine Products, Inc., 175 Fulton Ave., Hempstead, N.Y. 11550 


SPECIAL SALE PRICE FOR PENTHOUSE 


ADERS! 


Dr. Brian Richards tells all about- 


MALE SIZE, ENLARGEMENT TECHNIQUES, 
and other important sexual facts you should know! 


The Bigger the Better? 


At last, a medical doctor has some 
answers for the one question men 
have been asking since time imme- 
morial: IS IT POSSIBLE TO MAKE 
A PENIS BIGGER? 

And in our present liberal era of 
open-mindedness and greater free- 
dom about sex, this question can 
now be explored honestly. Dr. Brian 
Richards, after years of dedicated 
research and experimentation, has 
finally published his views on penis 
enlargement—views that have 
many traditionalists up in arms! 


CASE NO. CASE NO, 
1 3 


BEFORE AFTER | BEFORE 


CASE NO. 
7 


playthings since the dawn of time. 
You'll learn more about the psycho- 
logy of the big penis...better ways 
to use it in lovemaking. .. why mas- 
turbation is OK...what to do about 
premature ejaculation...and more! 
Order Your Copy Today! 
Now that THE PENIS is available in 
America, order your copy (rushed to 
you in a plain package) and clear up 
the answers to the questions you 
may have been asking! 

THE PENIS is the one book that 
puts an end to speculation and to 


BREED, the exploitation that has robbed 


Penis Size Is Important! 

Dr. Richards answers witha re- 
sounding YES to those who want to 
know whether a big penis matters to 
@ woman searching for complete 
sexual fulfillment. He exposes the many myths 
about penis size and gives his reasons why a 
larger penis is definitely a worthwhile goal! 

In his remarkable new book THE PENIS, 
Dr. Richards takes you into the world of male 
and female sexual fantasies about big peni- 
ses...covers the history of the large penis in 
fact and fiction. ..and explains the effects of a 
big penis on women during the act of sexual 
intercourse ...and much, much more! 


Which Method Works? 


Step by step and detail by detail, Dr. Richards 
analyzes all the major penis enlargement 
techniques. He exposes those that are worth- 
less frauds and lays bare the astonishing suc- 
cesses that have been achieved with one par- 
ticular method of penis enlargement 
developed and tested in England. 

With the precision that only a medical clini- 
cian could have, Dr. Richards explains to you 
the method of penis enlargement that has 
been acclaimed as the most successful! 

In THE PENIS, Dr. Richards tells about the 
research done with volunteers in England, 
explains what method they used to achieve 
penis enlargement, and shows what the 
results were. 


Science Helps Sex! 

In controlled scientific studies, Dr. Richards 
and his co-workers divided volunteer men into 
two groups, one that would follow the recom- 
mended penis enlargement method, and one 
that would not. Both groups were carefully 
checked for health and their penises were 
measured regularly before, during, and after 
the test. 


This table shows the actual figures from 
Dr. Richards’ study: 
Number showing enlargement 87.5% 
Average increase in length . . . 16.96% 
Average increase in circumference . 15.88% 


The three cases illustrated here are examples taken from studies done in England by Or. 
Richards and other researchers working on penis enlargement. Their work i dis 
detail in the new book, THE PENIS, which gives Dr. 


Smallest increase in length recorded 2.6cms. 
Largest increase in length recorded . 3.8ems. 
Smallest increase in circumference 


TECOrded .....- reese severe. 1.4ems, 
Largest increase in circumference 
MODMY vince ddkeeveistanracakes 3.1coms. 


AND AMONG THE CONTROL GROUP 
THAT DID NOT USE DR. RICHARDS’ TEST 
METHOD, THERE WAS NO RECORDED 
CHANGE IN ANY INDIVIDUAL. 

Read THE PENIS Now! 

This totally fascinating book contains a wealth 
of information that every sexually mature and 
adventurous man and woman should know 
about, It's like an exciting, erotic travel guide 
into forbidden areas that most other so-called 
"advanced" or “liberated” sex books and 
manuals leave untouched! 

And the book covers more than just penis 
enlargement! In chapter after stimulating 
chapter, you'll leam about why the big penis 
has been one of man's—and woman’s— 
most fascinating, intriguing and intimate 


thousands of men of the virile self- 


Pr. | confidence that is their natural right! 


rds’ results in simple. direct 


IRON-CLAD GUARANTEE! = 


Order your copy of THE PENIS today. 
Keep this informative book in your ¥4/ 
home to read and examine for two full 
weeks. If you're not completely satis- 
fied and amazed at Dr. Brian 
Richards’ revelations, simply return 
the book for a full and immediate 
refund, no questions asked. Com- 
plete and mail the coupon now! 


| Valentine Products, Inc, Dept. HB-347 
P.O. Box 5200 F.0.R. Station 
J New York, N.v. 10022 


| Gentlemen: 
Enclosed you will find my check or money 
order for $2.95 plus 75¢ for postage and 
handling ($3.70, N.Y. residents add sales 

I tax), | SAVE $7.00 OFF THE REGULAR 
PRICE! | believe that it is time to end the 

| uncertainty and ignorance that has been 
clouding these most important sexual mat- 

I ters, Please rush me my copy of Dr. Brian b 
Richards’ starting expose, The Penis, 

| immediately. (CODE 091) 


| Name 


| Signature 


J Address 


(1am over 18 years of ago.) 


—s 


State 


Canadian residents send orders to Valentine 
Products, Inc., P.O. Box 4077, Postal Station 
[ "A", Toronto MsW2A6 
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New THINNER 
Textured Condom 
Intensifies Sex 


No man wants his condom to feel like a “rubber tire.” 
Some studded condoms kil all snsitvty for the man 


Docausi they are s0 thick, So much emphasis puton the 
studs which benefit the woman that the man's sensitiv 
creed completely. SENSATIONS” fs difterent. SEN 


SATIONS Is thinner—S0% thinner than other studded con- 
‘doms. Transmits body heat and lets the man teal everything 
{here is fo feel-—and Is fantastic for the woman too. 
‘SENSATIONS Is the only condom with texturing all over: 
more pronounced for greater sexual excitement. Promi 
rent ridges massage the woman upon penetration. Hun- 
‘dreds of “Pleasure Peaks” continue what the ridges began. 
Preshaped and so thin, thugs like a second skin. You owe 
Uta yourself to try SENSATIONS ™: ‘iv some 
100% refund If not delighted 
jour order to: ROMEO. Dept. PHI 
‘Box 200, Carrboro, NC 27510 
1D 10 SENSATIONS (introductory condom offer) ... $4.00 
1D Deluxe Textured Sampler (38 condoms, including 
Sonaanians wa 
1B One yoar cataiog subscription FREE with every order 
(sex aids. condoms, sensuous clothing, books » more) 
1D Subscript 31.00 


ROMEO ™. your source of sexual pleasure 


‘Sond 
ti 


TEXTURED! 
FLEXIBLE! 
MULTI-SPEED! 


All you could desire in a vibrator. 
Prominent texturing sti 


2 gentle pulse to. 
‘Dhioble ‘nude’ rubber bends 
and caresses like the real thing 
of sheor ecstasy. Batteries in 
Cluded. “Satistaction guaranteed 
Void where promoted! 
Free Ofler, One year subscrip- 
tion toa beautiful full-color catalog, 
‘sex aids, books, condoms, mens 
nd women's sensuous clothing & 
more. FREE WITHEVERY ORDER. 
©1978. ROMES 
vineator + tree subscription. $9.95 [1 eataloe. 80¢ 
Send order. name & acktress to: MEG, > 
P.O. Box 200, Carrboro, NC 27510 


ROME ™. your source of pleasure 


WHY DID ‘ 
THIS PSYCHOANALYST| 
LOSE HIS LICENSE? 


Memoirs of a De! 
Psyct didnt just cau: 
fion, It cost its author, Dr. Martin 
his license fo practice medicine. 


ase’ 
ard, 


a ne modern 
moan finally shed of 


TO ORDER 
Penthouse Pro P.O. Box 
6500, Englewood, NJ.07631. Aliow 4-6 


weeks for delivery. NY residents acid 
oppropriate fax. 
190 PENTHOUSE. on 


waist was still firm. Without warning, a swat 
landed, but it was his bare hand instead of 
the brush I'd been dreading. For the next 
ten minutes Jeff spanked my naked 
fanny—sometimes hard, sometimes nearly 
in a caress, and although | struggled and 
cried and my butt grew very red, my cunt 
was as wet as my eyes. The feeling of his 
Palm was as sensual as it was painful. Jeff 
found his role arousing, and his prick was 


poking against my crotch. We finished the | 


punishment with a fantastic session in bed. 
Jeff took me from behind so that he could 
feel the hot flush of my ass as well as my hot 
pussy. We both came together in a tremen- 
dous thrill 

That was the first, but not the last, time 
that we used a bare-handed spanking as a 
Prelude to lovemaking. It was the only time, 
though, that Jeff substituted his hand for 
the hairbrush. Now those spankings seem 
even worse, since | know how ‘sensual a 
spanking can be —Name and address 
withheld 


Plump pudding 
How come all the women in your pictures 
and articles are young, slim Venus de 
Milos? You ought to feature some stylish big 
sometimes. |'m tall and slim myself 
something about a 
plump pussy, sof agging tits. and 
an ample behind that really turns me on. I'll 
bet a lot of your readers feel the same way. 
Some of my happiest times have been 
spent bouncing off a soft, round belly. My 
cup of tea is someone who is not too old or 
too fat, of course—just about 160 to 180 
pounds of big mama. Man, what a heavenly 


Place to get your rocks off! 

Last month | saw my ideal in the pool of 
my apartment building. She was wearing a 
tight, one suit, and when she came 
out of th uld see it was cut high at 
the crotch, outlining her prominent twat 
very clearly. The bottoms of her big 


rounded buttocks hung out and 
she walked over to her sun chair, 


Just seeing her cunt outlines and watch: 
ing her big ti ave me a huge 
hard-on, v learly visible through 
my thin r he noticed it at once 


and kept looking al jt until | was brave 
enough to walk over and make conversa: 
tion. | caught her licking her lips a little as 
we talked, her eyes stillon my crotch. When 
she invited me up for a drink, | was pretty 
sure that what I'd be drinking wouldn't 
come out of 4 bottle 

As soon as we were inside the door, | 
grabbed her and nestled my cock into the 
warm softness of her crotch. She mur- 
mured with pleasure as we kissed, our 
tongues entwining as my hands gripped 
the soft cheeks of her wide ass. 

Without a word, she led me over to the 
sofa, and in seconds we were pressed 
naked together. She gasped with delight 
when she saw the size of my cock, and 
while | caressed and sucked her huge, 
flattened-out breasts, she was squeezing 
my joint and fondling my swollen bails. 
-"VsWun@one of her legs off the couch and 


SOFT 


YET 
FIRM! 


© Caress is softer and 
more pliable than any 
other vibrator. 
You can fondle and 
bend Caress. 
* You can manipulate Caress to suit 
‘our Own whims and desires. 
aress is firm—like you'd want it to be. 
When you receive Caress, you or your 
lover should hold it in the palm of your 
hand and feel its divinely exciting tex- 
ture. Gently let your fingers glide along 
its length 
Now, allow yourself to experience the 
erotic vibrancy of its potent energy. Oo 
it! Take firm hoid of Caress and discover 
all its beautiful secrets 
Don't permit yourself to settle for any- 
thing less Experience 
the Delicate Difference.” 
ORDER CARESS NOW! 


Valentine inc. Dept. CR-255 
P.O. Box 5200 FOR Station, N.Y., N.Y. 10022 


Enclosed please find my check or money order 
for $5.95 plus $1.00 for postage and handling 
Please rush me Caress—the Vibrator with the 
Delicate Difference” in a plain package today. 


This offer void where probibited bylaw CODE #404 
Name 
ature 
os Tm over 18 years ol age 
| Accress 
City. State. zip. 


GREAT IN BED 


Let your partner know 
you care about those 
moments you share. 
Stimulate that fancy 
with the bolt of truth. 


Your special message in highly polished 
14K Gold Plate on a stunning 14K Gold Piate 
Serpentine Chain. Women,16" long, Men, 18". 
Only $12.95 ppd. Allow 2 weeks del. Money 
Back Gi 


N, 
RONI MARTIN, Dept. P 
P.O. Box 510, Flushing, N.Y. 11352 


WANT TO MEET GIRLS 
AND MAKE MONEY 
DOING IT? 


Learn to be at ease in a profes 
sion which puts you in contact 
with more single girls than you 
hove ever dreamed of —and they 
come to you! The SUCCESSFUL 
BARTENDER \s a study book 
lwritten by a professional bar 
render with over 20 yrs. exper 
ince. It will show you every 
ing {rom recipes, to how to 
apply for a job, Learn at home 
in your spare time. MONEY: 
BACK if not completely satisfied 
To order send Check or Money Order for $6.95 
TO: HARRELL PUBLICATIONS 
P.0.Box 703, Indian Rocks Beach, FL 33535 


, Hempstead, N.Y. 11550 


If coupon is removed send $10.95 to Valentine Products, Inc. 175 Fulton Ave. 


“The most beautiful book about love ever! 


Love Games 


... the illustrated 
guide to sexual 
adventure! 


It's finally here! A truly beautiful 
book devoted to beautiful people 
doing beautiful things to each other. 
A book everyone who likes to love 
has been waiting for. All those posi- 
tions, all the subtle variations we 
used to think could only be per- 
formed by statues on the walls of 
temples in India are right here...and 
they are demonstrated for you by 
two of the most wonderful lookin; 

people you've ever seen! A beautiful 
young, cou le—a blond Adonis and 

is sultry Oriental partner—explore 
the outer limits of lust and eroticism. 
Both gentle sensuousness and 
furious ecstasy play equal roles in 
this “game’’. Love Games breaks 
new ground and probes the virgin 
areas of sensuality because it not only 
tells you how to make things hap- 
pen, it shows you how it can me 
pen! These two magnificently 
endowed people demonstrate the 
entire spectrum of sexuality for you 
In 108 of the most beautiful full-color 
photographs you've ever seen, the 
entire range of the act of love is 
joyously explored for you! 


A REMARKABLE GUARANTEE! 
We're so convinced of the amazing 
effect of this book that we're pre- 
pared to make you an astounding 
offer. If this book doesn’t change 


your sex life for the better. If it 
doesn’t open you and your woman to 
not only new positions but an 
entirely: new dimension in lovemak- 
ing—then ap return the book in 
14 days for a full refund—no ques- 
tions asked! 


How can we say this? Quite simply. 
Because Love Games is not just 
another manual of ‘‘tricks’’, it's a 
detailed examination of the art of 
exploring the sensual and awakening 
the sexual powers in your partner. 
For the first time, a book has been 
published that shows you, with 

isitely beautiful and explici 


| Valentine Products, Inc. XG-171 
| P.O. Box 5200, FDR Station, N.Y., N.Y. 10022 


le 
j Enclosed is my check or money order for $5.95 
residents add sales tax 


[handling, ($6.95, N.Y 


photograph how to make every- 
thing happen in sex! 


AN ART BOOK OF LOVE 

The photographs we are showing 
ou here are just a sample of the 10: 
rilliant and detailed photos you'll 
find in the actual book. When you get 
your copy of Love Games you'll see 
more than 80 actual “games” of love, 
all beautifully photographed while 
they are Being played Send for your 
copy today. You'll never be more 
fascinated and aroused in your life! 
But you had better order in some 
food’because you may not leave the 
bedroom for a few weeks! 


lus $1.00 for postage“and 
Please rush my copy of 


| Love Games to me immediately. | understand that if it doesn’t do every- 
{thing you say it will, I can return it in 14 days for a complete refund—no 


{questions asked! (Code 741) 


1 
| Name 
I 


| Signature 


ee TB years oF age) 
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INTRODUCING THE LATEST 
INCONDOM DEVELOPMENT... 


—Y, 
with “Pleasure Probes”™ 
Now at last—a new condom with a ten padi 


advantage . . . ten “pleasure probes” on the 
head are raised higher—5 times higher than 
any ever featured in any condom. They ca- 
ress and stimulate like no other! If you want 
to score, why not start with a 10-point ad- 
vantage? SCO! ten points of pleasure 
mean that you'll both win the game! 
SCORE'S. Pslexeune probes” are combined 
with a gossamer fine latex and silky AE-70 
lubrication. Why not SCORE today? 


Your money refunded if you are not cot 
pictely satisfied. 


MONEY BAC! 


Fed cra 

Yes I'd like to SCORE with the ten-point advantage! 

Rush me a wallet of 10 SCORES today under your 

money back guarantee 

D10score! eee 58.95 

CD Sampler of 38 assoried condoms including 
RE. . $9.95 


te 


cAdam&Eve cept. pi9-F 


P.O. Box.900, Carrboro, NC 27510 


THE NEW 
EVELYN RAINBIRD LTD. 
CATALOGUE: 


WHEW! 


SEVELYN RAINBIRD 


o 


oe 


é 
= 
° 


Picture a big, beautiful 
department store filled solely with 
luxurious, stimulating, exciting sex 
products; and you will have an idea of 
what our new catalogue is like. Except 
that by buying through our catalogue 
you can shop in the privacy of your 
own home. 

So beautiful and provocative that 
we anticipate it being a collector’ item 
itself. 

Just send check or money order 
for $3.50 (which will be applied fo your 
first order) to Evelyn Rainbird Ltd, PO. Box 
548, FDR. Station, NY. NY. 10022. 
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the other one up over the back until she was 
spread out as far as she could go. Then | 
kissed and licked her from breasts to navel, 
tonguing her until she was panting with 
excitement, Then | proceeded downward 
to her dark, curly snatch. 

| parted her bushy cunt hair to reveal her 
clit, which seemed to tremble in anticipa- 
tion of the way the tip of my tongue would 
feel against it. The moment | put my lips 
there she exploded in a violent orgasm, 
bucking her huge ass up off the couch as 
she blew, and | felther warm love juices flow 
over my face. | licked and sucked the pun- 
gent fluids from her plump cunt while she 
moaned deliriously. 

My cock was swollen, and | finally had to 
slide it into her hot vagina, causing her to 
make instant squeals of deli as | 
pumped away inst her fat belly, faster 
and faster until we came together in a wild 
double orgasm and | shot a huge load of 
white come into that pulsating twat. 

After we caught our breath, she licked 


my sticky cock and balls clean, causing it | 


to harden again. She sucked me some 
more until | came in her mouth. She gulped 
down my whole load and then sucked 
some, until | was completely drained. “Oh, ! 
love what your beautiful cock does to me!" 

Her appreciation is typical of fat girls. 


They really appreciate the best part of a | 


man. They're incredibly grateful. It's nice to 
get your rocks off and feel like a Good 
Samaritan at the same time!—Name and 
adaress withheld 


Mirror, mirror, on the floor 

My wife and | are both avid “Forum” read- 
ers, We recently had an experience that we 
would like to share with your readers. 

The adventure started on a Friday night. 
My wife and | went to a party at ahouse ina 
very remote, wooded area far from civiliza- 
tion. We smoked joints and drank beer 
most of the evening until midnight. We were 
both flying high and acting like the life of the 
party, really getting loose. 

| have always had a fetish of sneaking up 
on chicks from the rear. | fantasize plunging 
my fully erect nine inches to the hilt ina 
warm, waiting wet cunt. My wife and | had 
already decided on an escapade for the 
evening. We especially love to fuck doggie 
style, which my wife is ready to do at any 
given moment. 

When we returned home, both of us were 
more than ready for a marathon fuck. As 
soon as we entered our apartment, clothes 
fiew in all directions. My wife knelt down on 
her hands and knees and | entered her 
dripping pussy—slowly at first, with slow, 
nudging pushes. | was careful to putin only 
an inch at a time. By the time | had all nine 
inches in she was gasping for breath. As | 
Started to build my orgasm, she caressed 
my balls gently and eagerly at the same 
time. It took only a minute or two at the most 
before my come started spurting inside her 
warm cunt. She likes me to pull out of her 
halfway through my orgasm and shoot onto 
her back and beautiful buttocks. 

My first orgasm on this night went almost 
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Russ Meyer's latest erotic adventure. Starring 

Shari Eubank, Uschi Digard and Charles “Harty 
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Ms. All Bare America, An interview with Porn Film 
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Contest. A visit with Photographer Jan Stevens as 
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The best of the pin-up girl Classics featuring the 
most beautiful centerfold giris in the world daing 
what comes most naturally to them, Watch as Stacey and Annie, the Sauna 
Girls and the Cheerleaders and the beautiful Roommates perform for you 
in this full half-hour of erotic excitement! You've seen them on the printed 
page. Now watch them in action! 


AN EROTIC MASTERPIECE FROM THE FAMOUS RADLEY METZGER 
THE LICKERISH QUARTET Color—Sound—90 minutes BETAMAX CODE 723 VHS CODE 731 $99.95. 
A graphic exploration of the “effect” a stag movie can have on the people who watch it! If this one doesn’t give you some ideas of 


your own, nathing willl Watch as The Girl, The Man, His Wife and The 


erotic duet for four players! 


“Outrageously kinky masterpiece. Go!—Andy Warhol 
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unnoticed as far as my cock knew. | was still 
rock hard and had nine throbbing inches 
ready for more. | buried about five inches 
slowly into her warm, moist cunt. She 
backed herself onto the remaining inches 
of my cock. | then grabbed her by the 
thighs and made long, deep plunges with 
my swollen member. | was quickening my 
pace and rhythm with each stroke, jam- 
ming into her as far as her cunt would allow 
me to go. 

She was nearly ready to explode for 
about the fourth time when | withdrew my 
glistening harpoon and reached into the 
nightstand next to the bed. | pulled out two 
good-sized mirrors and placed them on the 
floor in just the right position so that we 
could both watch my cock slip into the 
deepest part of her womanhood. The sight. 
of my swollen cock ramming in and out of 
her at top speed soon sent both of us into 
an explosive orgasm, Her sweet, warm 
come oozed down to her knees. 

We now experiment with mirrors every 
time we make love. It has really improved 
our sex life. All| can say is this: try itand see 
for yourself. You get the best of both 
worlds—that of the voyeur and the 
participant—at the same time!—WB.,, 
Canton, Ohio 


Bottoms up 

My wife, who is twenty-six, has a great 
body. She’s really built and nicely propor 
tioned. But what really turned me on most 
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when | met her was her beautiful ass. | 
couldn't stop telling her this, even on our 
first date. About our second or third eve- 
ning together, | was in her apartment, and 
we were kissing and fondling on her sofa. A 
sudden urge came over me—| didn't know 
how she'd react—but | had to ask her if | 
could go down on her, First, she thought | 
was joking, but when she saw | wasn't, she 
hesitated, not knowing what to do. | told her 
that it didn't mean we had to go to bed or do 
anything else if she didn't want to, but | just 
had to go down on her and make her feel 
good, because | liked her so much. | guess 
my sincerity came through, and she said 
okay, but she still was embarrassed and felt 
awkward 

She asked if she could turn the lights out, 
and | told her she could, but I'd prefer it if 
she didn't. So she asked if she could keep 
her clothes on instead, and | said okay. 
She took off her panties but left her skirt on. 
| positioned her so that she was silting at 
the edge of the sofa and put her feet up on 
the cocktail table. | slid down on the floor 
and up between her legs. Then | began 
kissing her knees and gradually moved my 
way up her thighs to her blonde pussy, | 
spread her lips with my fingers and sucked 
onher clit, licked it, touched it, and chewed 
it. Within a few seconds | had an absolutely 
wild woman on my hands—or on my 
tongue, | should say. She loved it and 
wanted more and more. She must have 
come a dozen times! 


Eventually, we both took our clothes off, 
and we fucked on the sofa a couple of 
times. That evening was the beginning of a 
great life together for both of us. 

My going down on her on the living-room 
sofa became a ritual with us. The nexttime | 
didn’t have to ask her; she asked me. She 
took her clothes off right away, and the sight 
of her body drove me mad, making me 
improve my tongue performance even 
more, She couldn't get enough; she said 
that she wanted my head between her legs 
forever, She squeezed my headin between 
her orgasms and joked that she'd never let 
me go. For me, it felt super—it was what I'd 
always wanted. She blew me that night, 
and we fucked and licked until morning 

A few nights later, | was going down on 
her again, but | positioned her differently so 
that she lay flat on her back with her behind 
up on the armrest and her legs dangling 
over the side. It stretched her pussy and 
produced some terrific orgasms for her as | 
went down on her in that positton. Then | 
told her to flip over as | had a special treat 
for her, She did, so that her belly was bent 
over the armrest and he ass was up in the 
air with her legs hanging down. | spread 
her legs, got down low, and began licking 
her pussy from the rear. | got my nose up 
her pussy and took her clitin my mouth and 
gave it a terrific workout. She loved it. Then, 
after a few orgasms, | moved up slightly 
and put my tongue in her pussy and gave 
her a good licking while putting my nose up 
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into her ass. She didn't say anything but 
squirmed and moaned a little and seemed 
to try to push her ass up a little higher 
toward me, After a few minutes of that, | 
began licking her crack. She really 
moaned and squirmed, and | could tell that 
she was ready for more, So | dove deeper 
with my tongue, spread her chi 

and then saw her pretty littl 
close to it, and she was going wild with 
anticipation, Then | licked it directly. She 
moaned, “Oh no, no... Oh ye: 
could tell that she was going to be hooked 
on that, and I'd be hooked on giving it to 
her, She was rubbing her crotch on the 
armrest as | did this, and when | really 
started giving it to her with my tongue, she 
came violently. 

Since then, analinctus has been a steady 
part of our nightly activity. We'll be out 
dancing or dining, and she will whisper 
sweetly: “Honey, will you lick my ass hole 
tonight?” My cock will erectinstantly, and all 
| can think of for the rest of the evening is 
going down on her Sometimes she will 
whisper that while other people are around. 
That adds to the excitement, since | always 
wonder if they might have heard what she 
said 

Another of Julie's favorite things is for me 
to go down on her while she’s reading 
something from work. The game is to see 
how long she can concentrate on what 
she’s reading. Not too long!—Name and 
address withheld 


Testing, testing ... 

| would like to relate an experience that 
happened to me recently. | graduated from 
college last year and have maintained con- 
tact with a school buddy who graduated 
with me. He is still single, whereas | have 
been married for several years to an attrac- 
tive, five-foot-four-inch blonde girl. On 
many occasions, | have had him over to our 
place to study for college tests or just to 
talk. My wife had mentioned that she ad- 
mired his looks: he is Scandinavian, blond 
with light skin and a handsome face. 

Recently, my buddy wi king about 
how many wives stayed faithful to their 
husbands only because a tempting oppor- 
tunity never arises. | disagreed, because 
my own wife had never showed that inclina- 
tion, Indeed, she had turned down the ad- 
vances of several men at the office, men- 
tioning these episodes to me with either 
disgust or humor, depending on the man. It 
had never bothered me at all thal other men 
found my wile @ enough to make 
advances; rather, | took it as a sort of 
pliment. 

My friend, whom |'ll call Dave, disagreed 
with me. He said that my wife 
just not had the chance to run around witha 
guy who turned her on. | told him to go 
ahead and test his theory with my wife and 
added that there was little chance that he'd 
succeed. He got me to agree that if he got 
that far without using any force, he could go 
ahead and finish the job 

Aweek in advance, in front of my wife, | 
invited Dave over for an evening. | then 
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| love guys who are uninhibited about sex. I’m 
betting that you’re one of them and I'd like to send 
you a subscription to a thrilling new magazine that is 
ABSOLUTELY MIND-BLOWING! All you have to do is fill 
out the coupon below, stating you’re over 21, and re- 
turn it to me with a dollar bill, That’s right, just a soli- 
tary buck, smacker, greenback, simoleon, boffo, bean, 
eight-bit, frogskin, lettuce leaf, shinplaster. 

Let me tell you about my magazine, which is called 
Liaison; It’s positively LOADED with pictures and articles 
I know you'll like. It’s the announcement bulletin of 
The Erotic Art Book Society. Your Liaison subscription 
comes free, ABSOLUTELY FREE, with membership in the 
Society. Your subscription and membership entail NO 
OBLIGATION OR COMMITMENT BY YOU WHATEVER. 

The dollar bill I’m asking for is just an advance 
deposit against any books you may later choose to 
buy. It’s applicable against your first purchase and is 
fully refundable upon request. In effect, your subscrip- 
tion to Liaison is ABSOLUTELY FREE! 

The Erotic Art Book Society is a no-dues, no-fee, 
no-obligation book club—the subscription and mem- 
bership are both yours ABSOLUTELY FREE! 

So right now, fill out the coupon and RUSH it back 
to me. Send it to my personal attention. My name is 
Sammie Fuller, Don’t keep me waiting. Come on now, 
SOCK IT TO ME! a. 


Amma 


You get your subscription to Liaison FREE! with membership in 
The Erotic Art Book Society. The Society offers all the advan- 
tages and none of the disadvantages of other book clubs. 
When you enroll, you are under no obligation to buy any 
books whatsoever. There are no membership dues, costs, fees, 
or minimum purchase requirements. What’s more, if you de- 
cide you would like to purchase any of our books, you do so at 
ASTONISHING discounts from publisher's list prices (plus post- 
‘age and handling), If you wish to purchase books, you need do 
nothing at all. After announcement in the Society's bulletin 
—published every 4 weeks or so, a minimum of 10 times year- 
ly—they will be sent to you automatically. If you do not wish to 
purchase them, you simply tell us so via the handy advance- 
notice form and reply envelope we furnish. In any event, you 
will have at least 10 days in which to make up your mind and if 
for some reason, like delayed mail, an unwanted book should 
reach you, you return it at OUR expense. You may resign from 
the Society at any time, simply by notifying us. As you can see, 
you have everything to gain and nothing to lose by enrolling in 
The Erotic Art Book Society. To repeat, the subscription to our 
picture-filled magazine is FREE! FREE!! FREE!!! 


| uence | 


MS. SAMMIE FULLER 

C/O THE EROTIC ART BOOK SOCIETY 

1775 BROADWAY 

NEW YORK, NEW YORK 10019 

Please send me a FREE—ABSOLUTELY FREE—subscrip- 
tion to the mind-blowing magazine Liaison and FREE 
membership in The Erotic Art Book Society. Liaison 
describes the Society’s pulse-pounding books. | en- 
close $1 as an advance deposit against purchases | 
may make later. If | choose to make no purchases, 


the $1 is fully refundable, There are no membership | 


or subscription costs WHATSOEVER. The whole thing is 
ABSOLUTELY, POSITIVELY FREE! FREE! FREE! I’m over 21. 
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pretended to forget to cancel the invitation 
when a fictitious business trip | invented 
came up, Dave showed up on schedule on 
Friday evening soon after my wife got back 
from work. | had already “departed” on my 
“trip.” A little embarrassed at our failure to 
cancel the invitation, she let him in and 
asked him to join her for dinner. It takes very 
little wine to get my wife feeling pretty good, 
and she was very high by the time the 
dishes were cleared away. 

After dinner they turned on the television 
and sat on the couch. Not having had time 
to change, she still had on her knee-length 
work dress. Gradually lulled by the wine, 
the fire in the fireplace, and the television 
set, she didn’t notice Dave sliding closer to 
her, He began running his fingers lightly 
through her long, blonde hair as she looked 
at him. Then he looked away nervously. 
From my hiding place | could see him look- 
ing down the neck of her dress and saying 
to her, “You have a nice figure.” She just 
giggled nervously, not knowing what to say. 
“Your breasts look very soft," he added. 
‘Are they as soft as they look?” 

She glanced down at him and then 
began to flush red, Finally, after a pause, he 
said, “May | touch them?” “No, | don't think 
you'd better,” she responded, pretending 
to be absorbed in the television show. He 
put one of his hands on her waist, feeling 
the waist band of her panty hose under the 
filmy material of her dress. His hand moved 
slowly, causing the dress to move away 
from her knees a little. When she didn't pull 
the hem down again, his hand moved to her 
breast. He held it there for a few seconds 
before she removed his hand and then al- 
lowed it to drop in her lap. 

Dave's hand remained there for a few 
moments and then moved back to her right 
breast, which he gently caressed through 
her dress and bra. She turned her head to 
him to say something, but he put his hand 
behind her head and kissed her deeply. 
After a few seconds she broke the kiss and 
moved away, saying to him, “I think it's time 
for you to leave now.” He made no move to 
leave but embraced and kissed her again, 
his hand going down her neckline and into 
her bra. | could see him teasing her nipple 
under the material of her dress. 

Her blouse was soon open, and the bra 
strap followed. Finally, he pulled down the 
Cup to reveal a dark, erect nipple, which he 
began to massage. Then he started kissing 
itwhile her hand moved behind his head to 
hold him close. | could see the blissful en- 
joyment in her pretty face. He moved away 
from the nipple, which glistened with 
saliva, and kissed her again. This time her 
arms went around his neck, and she held 
him close.. His hand wandered back to her 
lap and then down to her dress and under 
it. His hand moved until | was pretty sure 
that he was feeling her bottom through the 
material of her panties and panty hose. He 
left his hand there for several moments and 
then slowly lifted her dress. 

Finally, he put his hand on her panties 
and moved it slowly between her legs. Her 
knees parted a few inches, and he slowly 
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began massaging her cunt through the 
COMING IN THE MARCH PENTHOUSE crotch of her panty hose as her arms went 
back around his neck. Her knees parted 
again until they were about a foot apart and 
his whole Hand was rubbing her cunt, 

By this time, she was resigned to her fate 
and made no attempt to resist. With one 
hand he litted her behind off the couch and 
slowly removed her panty hose. He began 
rubbing her clit while slowly inserting one of 
his fingers into her. When he broke the kiss, 
his hand moved to his belt buckle, He 
dropped his pants to the floor, revealing a 
large, thick, circumcised penis. My wife 
stared open-mouthed at it and then lightly 
rubbed the shaft with one hand. Suddenly, 
he shoved her head down on it. She had 
never given me a blowjob In the many years 
of our marriage; so what followed surprised 
me. She sucked his cock tentatively al first, 
then almost 
ing her. Needless to say, this all led to her 

a rather incredible tucking, with 


OOOCCCLCCE 


stop. After it was all over, they lay toget! 
Violence in Sports— for awhile, exhausted, watching the fire die 
down. Then he left (I snuck out, too, only to 
return the next day, playing innocent), 
rather ple d that his theory was 
correct —Name and ao withheld 


Pet fantasy 
I'm sleeping nude on a round, furry bs d, 
with a silk quilt covering me. | awaken and 
smile as my lover ties my wrists and ankles 
with doeskin leather. Ki me gently, he 
blindfolds me as | drift off back to sleep. 
Through my sleep, | hear soft mewing. My 
lover then pours cool champagne all over 
my body. When he allows a tiny stream to 
flow over my cunt, | nearly faint. Ittingles so 
in to beg him to touch my 
cunt. | crave his c it | were a hungry 
animal. Slowly, my lover begins to place 
baby kittens on my body. Some chew and 
tussle my long, blonde hair; others suckle 
y throat and ears. 
ne everywhere, Greedy tittle 
mouths are nipping and lightly scratching 
Finally, when | think | can bear 
no more, my lover places several kittens 
near my cunt, They greedily gnaw and lick 
me with their coarse tongues, trying to bury 
themsel in my cunt. My head begins to 
tingle, and my body is filled with merciless 
al waves, 
loves my blindfold and, 

champagne, watches as the 
dainty creatures drive me crazy again and 
again. Finally, each kitten drifts off to 
sleep—whether sprawled on my breasts, 
neck, or tummy. My lover then unties me 
and kisses me, fall asleep with the 

kittens.—N, W., arton, Ind. O+=_ 


Mort Sah! Strikes Back— 


The Domino Theory of the Self— 


The Spy Who Never Was— 


trover: 

Magazine now on sale at your newsstand, 
of, for this month's copy, send $1.25 to 
Forum Magazine, Dept HM, 909 Third Ave~ 
nue, New York, N.Y. 10022 


CANADIAN WHISKY A BLEND - 80 PROOF - IMPORTED AND 
‘BOTTLED BY THE WINDSOR DISTILLERY COMPANY, NEW YORK, W.¥. 


This Canadian has a reputation for smoothness. 
So you won't catch him drinking anything less than 
the smoothest whisky around. 

Windsor. A whisky made with glacier-fed 
spring water and aged in the clear, clean air of the S 
Canadian Rockies. S = 


Lf Try Windsor It’s got a reputation for smoothness. 


Based on latest U.S. Government Report: 


Carlton 


is lowest. 


See how Carlton stacks 
down in tar. Look at the latest 
U.S. Government figures for: 


nicotine 
eran mg./cig mg /cig 

Winston Lights 13 09 

Vantage ss 1 08 

Salem Lights 10 08 

wet HEE 806 Less 

Kent Golden Lights 8 O7 

True on 5 04 

Carlton Soft Pack 1 0.1 

Carlton Mentho! less than 1 01 

Cariton Box less than 0.5 0.05 


Of all brands, lowest...Carlton Box: Less than 0.5 mg. tar, 
0.05 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report May ‘78. 


Filter & Menthol 


° 4 Box: Less than 0.5 mg. “‘tar;’ 0.05 mg. nicotine; 
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined | soft Pack and Menthol: 1 mg. "tar" 0.1 mg. nicotine 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. av, per cigarette, FIC Report May 78. 100 mm: 5 mg. 


tar’ 0.5 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FIC method. 
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